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BROKEN FETTERS. 

By F. TBOLLOPE. 

'' Fall of incident. No sooner has the reader recovered from one 
thrilling affair than he is plnnged into another." — AtheruBwn, 

" We are heartily thankful to Mr. Trollope for affording ns un- 
mixed amusement and gratification throughout the whole of his 
delightful story. It may oe recommended for its freedom from bad 
taste, and has the thrilling interest of Monte Ghristo.^' — Excmtiner, 

*' We can thoroughly recommend * Broken Fetters ;' the reader is 
kept on the ou* vwe from the beginning of the book to the last page." 
'^Sha/rp^s MojgamM, 

*' We know of no book of the year so well calculated for reading 
aloud, which, though containing tieither ghost nor goblin, will keep 
the listener breathless and excited, from its first page to its last."— 
Tost, 

*' An excellent novel."— TTomon's World. 

'* It unites the boldest adventoree with the interest of a love story." 
— 'Atios. 

' ' A story full of exciting situations." — Lwerpool Albion, 

*' The book is well written, and the author is to be congratulated 
on having produced a very interesting story." — Ewropean mafU, 

*' The book will be pleasant reading."— JbA«i BuHU 

"Mr. TroUope's residence abroad has enabled him to collect many 
accounts of scenes, both novel and exciting, and his book is written 
in so pleasing a style that they cannot fail to gratify the reader."-* 
Observer. 

*' It would have done no discredit to the pen of Sir Walter Scott". 
'-'Brighton EsBomwner, 

** Beminds us of the works of Mr. G. P. B. Jamee."— iSp^ctotor • 



— BailwmyB, pogta goo fa i a word, all the numerous faciHiies of 
the ae»-4utTe almost aniiiliilated ^UManoe, and, as a natural roeolt,^ 
ottoaed an Indiyidual trade between oonntiy customers and London 
astablishments. Those who do not Tisit lowi^ so as to select and 
pnrohase directly, send for patterns from which they can give their 
Ofders. Bat as all apparent advantages on the one hand have 
more or less their corresponding drawbacks, so this system is not 
without its bane. Pushing tradesmen make a market by offering 
goods at lower rates than they can possSbly be sold at to realise a 
Hix profit. The bait traps the nnieflectiye, and the result is that 
the reodpts en wuute are not equal to the tempting samples. There 
It no new invention in this ; it has been practised in wholesale 
oierchandise and by candidates for contracts, as the proverb hath 
it, tinoe there were hills and valleys. But ^ grieve to add it is 
0ODi«t!mea rsaorted to by tliose whom one would credit for more 
integrity. Ladies, therefore, need ezerolse caution, and place- 
^otMeufx only in hoosee of old-established fame, for n^idly-made 
businesses are not generally reliable. And to what does this asser- 
tion amount more than to the fact that nothing great can be 
efteeted not only without labour but without time, and that Rome 
was not built, as the old saying says, in a day ? Messrs. Jay, of 
Begent-etreet, whose name is weU known aqiongst the lew on the 
list of JmAflde establishments hi the metropolis, are about to adopt 
a plan (which wiU be registered) for assisting country ladies in 
tduxNring ix themselves London feshions and fabrics. And tiieir 
oustomers may rest assured that they wiU thus be enabled to obtain 
goods of every quality, both low and high priced, at the most 
reasoMWe tenns-that is, the Aeons of smaU profits for quii* 
rotums-and that they may fiimly «dy npon the thorougWy 
oorwsponding character of samples and supplies.-From the 
Jcwnud, April 27, 1867. 
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THEIOE DEAD. 



CHAPTER I. 



THE MILL OF GUILLATTME JT^RV. 



TThb old church was hidden behind a bend 
x>i the vale ; the pointed steeple displayed its 
copper weathercock above a group of branch- 
less and deformed oaks, which, at a distance, 
resembled grotesque giants. 

It was a cross-road of the Grand Lande, 
between Bedon and Malestroit, in Britany. 
There was a table of stone resting upon three 
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2 THRIGE DEAD. 

nnequal supports. The prickly furze, the 
broom, and the toll fern, formed a kind of 
hedge around this Druidical monument, 
which not a single peasant of the bourg of 
Orlan had ever dared to touch, either with 
hand or foot, and which was called the 
Pierre-des-Paiens. 

It was said that beneath this large table of 
granite there was a hole, of oval shape, con- 
cealed by the brambles, which gave access 
to a cavern connected with the cellars of the 
manor-house of Treguem. 

So it was said ; bat no one had ever been 
to see, for the enclosure of fern, furze, and 
broom was intacti and did not present any 
visible openijig that would have given pas- 
sage to a rabbit 

A quarter of a league from this place the 
manor-house of Treguem raised its grey and 
melancholy walls, half way up the hill, on 
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the edge of the forest. Gloom, abandon, and 
poverty were proclaimed by the ivy which 
hung from the crevices in the walls, and 
repeated by the large windows through 
which the rain was driven by the wind^ the 
panes having long since been broken. 

In the choir of the church of Orlan there 
was a pompous tombstone of black granite^ 
upon the slab of which reposed the statue of 
a knight. It was called the tombeau de 
Tanneguy ; and there, it was said, slept the 
remains of the first Lord of Treguern^ 
dubbed Comte de Treguem by King Louia 
XIL, in the year 1513, 

After this tombstone, upon the limits of 
the choir and the nave, you found another 
funeral monument, also of black granite, but 
more modest than the first, and which bore 
no statue upon its slab. This was the last 
asylum of the aecooid Lord of Treguem. 

B 2 



4 THKICE DEAD. 

Then came, for the third, a simple cube of 
masonry, covered with a stone without oma* 
ment. Then, for the fourth, nothing but a 
slate flag-stone, level with the floor. 

It was necessary to go outside the church 
to find the fifth, which had a large marble 
cross, and was situated in the highe st part of 
the churchyard. 

The grave-yard was on a slope, like the 
only street of the bourg of Orlan, by which 
it was bordered. The sixjth Treguern fol- 
lowed the incline ; the cross, upon which his 
name and his titles were inscribed , being of 
rough Saint Pern stone, and lower down than 
that of his predecessor. 

The seventh had only a cross of grey slate^ 
For the eighth, two rods of iron had been 
rivetted together, which had become so 
rusty that they no longer retained any trace 
of the inscription. Then came crosses of 
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wood, which, still descending the slope, be- 
came smaller and poorer until you saw the 
last, which was not planted, but laid upon 
the fresh grave, upon which the grass had 
not yet had time to spring up. 

Upon the latter could be seen in shabby 
characters : 



<< 



Filhol-Aim^-Tatmegay Le Mkdre, oheTalier, Gomte de Tregnem." 



The inscription said further that he departed 
this life at the age of twenty-one years, and 
invited all Christians to pray for the repose 
of his soul. 

There are families which rise in the world, 
as though Providence led them by the hand ; 
there are families which descend fatally, as 
though some malediction weighed upon them. 
The Treguems had formerly owned all the 
land from the Yilaine to the Oast, and the 
homage of their principal fief, borne to Paris by 
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Madame Anne de Bretagne, had gone directljr 
to the tower of the Louvre, since the time of 
King Charles VIII. : between Eedon and 
Yannes, no person could saj that he was a 
greater lord than Treguem. But this slope 
in the church-yard told the history of the 
decline. There was a wide distance between 
the tomb of Tanneguy, the proud mausoleum, 
and this little heap of earth, fresh turned up^ 
upon which lay the humble cross which bore 
the name of Filhol, last Comte of Treguem. 

At the Fierre-des-Patens^ six roads crossed, 
forming a large star amidst the tall bushes of 
furze and broom. The land upon the moor 
was entirely uncultivated. This monument, 
irregularly round, was situated some three 
hundred yards from the crest of the rising 
ground, which overlooked the bourg d'Orlan. 
One of the roads mounted straight up, between 
two embankments covered with heath, to the 
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sutntmt of the kill, npon which was perched a 
wind-mill, the four motionless arms of which 
formed the figure of Saint Andre's cross. 
The route which ran opposite to this first road, 
on the other side of the druidical stone, led 
towards the m eadows, planted with willows 
through which t he little river Oust meandered 
along its sinuous course. On the left, a third 
path ran in the direction of the village, while 
the fourth, slightly ascending the slope, led 
to a large building, half in ruins, the thatched 
roofs of which were crowned with a battle- 
mented tower. 

This was a farm house, built upon the ruins 
of a noble mansion, which stfll bore the namd 
of ChS.teau-le-Brec. 

The two paths on the right opened their 
angle still mote. The first ran parallel with 
the table-land of the hill, thus reaching ik^ 
manor-house of Treguem and the forest, thci 
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second plunged, rather than descended, to the 
bottom of a sombre ravine, which was called 
the Trou-de-la-Dette. 

It was the month of August, in the first 
year of the present century. The time was 
night ; the hot wind, charged with electricity^ 
was moaning over the heath ; the moon, in. 
its first quarter, was already inclining its cres- 
cent towards the horizon, throwing up in bold 
relief the black silhouettes of C h&teau-le-Brec, 
with its battlemented tower, and of the church 
of Orlan, the spire of which rose above the 
tops of the tallest trees. Dark clouds were 
sailing hurriedly across the sky. Some- 
times the oblique beams of the crescent 
moon suddenly lighted up the thousand ine- 
qualities of the ground, lengthening the 
shadows of the moss-covered rocks, climbing 
up the sides of the acclivity, plunging into the 
ravines^ and illuminating here and there with 
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their pale lustre the small pools which lay in 
the hollows ; sometimes a cloud passed over, 
everything was bathed in darkness, and noth- 
ing could be perceived but the objects which 
stood out against the sky. 

Two women were walking slowly along the 
path which came from the Manor-House of 
Treguem. One of these women had a forest 
of grey hair under a brown capuchon, such 
as is worn by Morbihannaise peasants; the 
other appeared quite young, and her figure 
was hidden by a long dark coloured cloak. 
She had neither bonnet nor capuce, but a veil 
which was attached to the tresses of her hair 
fell over her face. Once as the wind raised 
the folds of this veil, at the moment when the 
moon shone out between two clouds, her 
companion stopped to look in her countenance. 

" Poor Marianne I *' she murmured. 

The young girl was beautiful, but her 
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oountenance was overspread widi an ashy 
paleness, and ibere were tears in her eyes. 

^^ Where is he ?' said she, ^ at Ais honr 
when I am sa£Fering, and when perhaps I am 
going to die ?" 

The old woman supported her between her 
arms, for she saw that she was staggering. 

^ Courage^ Marianne V* she said. ^^ I love 
nobody in the world but you, and it is for 
you alone that I interrogate the future. You 
will be rich, Marianne, Marianne de Treguem, 
and you will live long I" 

A sigh rose from the breast of the young 
girl. 

^^ Douairiire,'' she murmured, with an effort, 
^^ tell me rather that he will love me and that 
he will make me happy .'^ 

The old peasant shook her head, and si 
bitter smile plagred among the woakles of her 
lips. 
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^Tes, yes, Marianne/' she replied, in that 
tone which we nse to calm the impatience of 
children, "does he not love yoti already? 
Ton will be very happy," 

* If he lored me,** returned Marianne, " he 
would be here \^ 

" I tell you that you will be rich. He is 
seeking your fortune,'^ 

The speaker was a woman of uncommon 
hdght, whose severe countenance seemed like 
marble. She was very old, if one might 
jtrdge by the wrinlles upon hei-^ forehead and 
her cheeks ; but iShe catried hersellf erect, and 
white the jiteps of her companion faltered 
over the pebbles in the way, her steps were 
regular and firm. 

The moor' was sQent and dfeserted. The 
Pierre- d?es^PaSens erfood out white, amidst the 
dark thicket^ like those flaxen clblSis which 
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are spread out upon the grass in order that 
night dews may bleach and soften them. 

"It was there I" said Marianne de 
Treguem, who shuddered as she turned her 
eyes. " It was there that he appeared, my 
dead brother, my poor brother I" 

The old woman shrugged her shoulders 
and paused. With one hand she still care- 
fully and tenderly supported Marianne ; with 
the other, she leaned upon her white crutched 
sta£P. 

** Who saw him ?" she muttered. " I have 
passed by here many times after nightfall| 
why has your brother never appeared to me as 
well as to others?^ 

N 

" Because you love me too much^ 
Douairifere," replied Marianne, in a low voice, 
" and because you are not very fond of my 
Other's children/' 
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Douairiere le Brec drew the young girl ta 
her, and pressed her against her heart. You 
would have experienced a strange feeling on 
seeing the caresses of this woman, who seemed 
so entirely incapable of affection. Her hard 
face repulsed all tender and feminine ideas,, 
and there was in the bold outline of her 
features a remarkable tragic haughtiness. 

^' It is a long time that the Le Brecs and 
the Treguems have been enemies I" she said,^ 
drawing up her tall figure, while the high 
wind blew back her long tresses of grey hair, 
"A long time I The first man who was 
named Le Brec de Kervoz hated the first 
man who bore the name of MiLdre de Tre- 
guem. There was, however, one girl among 
the Le Brecs who married a Treguem. She 
was my sister, and I loved her so well that I 
gave her my portion, in order to satisfy the 
avarice of Treguem. I love you becauae you 



14 THBICE DEAD. 

are Brer danghten It is my bipod which at- 
tracts me to yon ; but my poor sister Jeanne 
died in bringing you into the world, and an- 
other took her place in the bed of Tregnern, 
Wherefore shonld I lore the children whom 
the enemy of our race had by a stranger 7^ 

She felt the trembling frame of the young 
girl leaning heayier upon her arm. 

^ You are in pain, Marianne/' she mur- 
mured, so sofkly that you would scarcely harieJ 
recognized her voice. 

**I am in pain I'' stammered the young 
girl, who could not repress a groan. ** Qh f 
Doiiairiire, I am suffering as though I were 
about to quit the world.*^ 

A slight noise was heard among the bram- 
bles which surrounded the druidical stone. 
Marianne sprang back, «txA her terror 
madie iter teeth ehaVter cute agamst the 
dtfaer^ 
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Donairi^re le Brec extended her white 
stick tov^ards the table. 

** If it is thou, defiinct Filhol de Treguem/^ 
said she, fearlessly and in a loud voice, '^ hide 
not thyself. I am Fran(;oiBe le Brec, and 
this is !&Iarianne thy sister. We demand of 
thee wherefore thon dost not keep the repose 
of the tomb.'^ 

Marianne hid her face in the bosom of the 
old woman; she had almost forgotten her 
sufferings, so orerwhelmed was she wiA 
tensor. 

If she expected to see the pale phantom of 
the last of the Treguerns appear, or to hear 
his changed voice, the event dispelled the 
fear ; nothing was visible before the table of 
stone, nor was any voice raised among the 
fanse. Okily the noise continued, and, not- 
withstanding i&e darkness, they fancied that 
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the tops of the broom bushes were slightljr 
agitated. 

The crescent moon, gone down to a level 
with the church spire, was sailing across a 
patch of azure, surrounded by large clouds. 
After a few seconds, just as the moon was 
gliding one of its horns under the clouds, a 
white form could be seen emerging from the 
brambles on the other side of the Pierre-des- 
Paiens. If it was a spectre, it was the 
spectre of a woman. The apparition crossed 
the circular path with steps as slow and aU 
most as faltering as those of Marianne herself. 

But she had no one to support her. 

She passed at a distance of a hundred yards 
or so from Douairi^re le Brec and her 
companion ; and for one moment they could 
perceive a face of angelic beauty, around 
which fell loosely thick locks of blond hair. 
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Douairi^ Le Brec stretched out her 
shrivelled finger, while the comers of her 
mouth were drawn up with a bitter and 
malicious smile. 

" I spoke loud enough" she said, " she 
must' have heard me I She must be in a great 
hurry not to be able to wait till we had passed 
on our way.'* 

" Genevidvel" muttered Marianne in a be^ 
wildered tone. 

" Yes, Genevieve," repeated the Douairifere, 
** Genevieve, the widow of your brother 
Filhol/' 

" Where is she going?" said Marianne, as 
if speaking to herself. 

The smile of the old woman became more 
incisive, and there was an expression of 
triumph in her voice as she said, instead of 
answering : 

** Where are we going ?" 



18 THBICE DEAD. 

Marianne remained silent. The cIond& 
covered the moon, and the white figure dis- 
appeared behind the heath- covered bank 
which bordered the road to the wind-mill, 

** It is really true, then I'* said Marianne. 

The old woman passed her hand across her 
forehead. A reverie had taken possession of 
her in her turn, and she was communing with 
herself. 

** Chance is amusing itself," she muttered^ 
** these two infants will be born on the same 
day, under the same roof, a few yards from 
each other. One of them will be powerful 
AS a prince ; for our old prophets of Britany 
do not lie, and the name of Treguem will 
once more be exalted 1 But which of the 
two," she added, interrupting herself with a 
«udden elevation of her voice ; " which of the 
two shall bear the name of Treguem ?" 

^^It is more than nine months since my 
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bnytber's death/' said lite pretty Marianne^ 
easting down her eyes« 

**Yes — ^yes/' said the old woman, "the 
I«w will be against Genevifere." 

** But by what right cotild the other bear 
the name of Tregnem?" said Marianne 
sadly. 

Douairi^re le Breo took her hand and 
looked in her face. Her eyes were glittering 
with strange enthuBiasm- 

" It is not with the ears of my body that I 
hear this/' she said, " for he is distant, my 
son is very distant I but his swift horse ia 
bounding over the moor. He is coming, 
my Gabriel I I feel he is coming I Is not my 
Oabriel handsome enough, is he not bold 
enough to take this name of Treguem, which 
BO longer belongs to any one?" 

*^ The Commander Malo," began Marianne. 

** A knight of Malta is like a priest,'^ 
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interrupted Douairi&re le Brec, *' Malo is a, 
knight of Malta ; there is no longeir a Tre- 
gnem," 

While speaking thus, the voice of the old 
woman seemed to lose its natural firmness, 
and take a boastful tone. One would have 
thought that he, whose name she pronounced,. 
Commander Malo, caused her some fears. 

" And why," she continued, " should not. 
the son take his father's name ?" 

Marianne bowed down her head, and there 
was a silence. 

" Come, walk along my daughter," pursued 
Douairifere le Brec, with sudden harshness. 
" You are one of those whom it is always 
necessary to thrust forward, under pain of 
seeing them stop half way. The evil blood 
of Treguem taints within you the good blood 
of the Le Brec's I Come, walk, girl ; here is. 
GuUlaume F^ru's mill, and we are at the end 
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^f our march. Courage! he is coming, he 
whom you love, he is coming with love and 
with gold. You will be happy, Marianne, 
^nd you will be powerful 1" 

They no longer heard anything upon the 
moor, the two women made the tour of the 
Pierre-des-Paiens, and commenced the ascent 
of the steep path which led to the mill of 
Guillaume F^ru, between the two banks 
covered with heath. 

Douairi^re le Brec left Marianne for a 
moment, in order to cast a lookj behind the 
bank on the right, which the apparition had 
crossed a few minutes previously. She saw 
nothing, and therefore supposed that Grenevi^va 
had the advance. 

The road was steep and uneven, and 
Marianne was suffering martyrdom ; more 
than once she was obliged to sit down upon 
the heath. On one of these occasions 
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Douairi^re le Brec pressed her arm, aa 
tliough to invite her to Ibten, as the door of 
Oaillaame Fern's mill creaked on its ros^ 
hinges. 

^^She has arrived first,'' said the old 
woman. ^^Gome, walk along, MariannOi 
conrage.'' 

Marianne took a few more steps, but her 
strength was exhausted. 

Douar^ire le Breo threw down her white 
atick, and took her in her arms like a child ; 
then, with slow, but sure steps, she finished 
the ascent of the hilL 

She placed Marianne down upon the door 
step, and, with minute care, arranged the 
folds of the large veil which the young girl 
wore, so as to conceal not only her face, but 
also the colour of her hair. 

Then she went back in search of her baton, 
with which she rapped at the door. 
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^^ Holloa I Guillaumei" she cried, as they 
delayed to open the door. " Gillaume F^ru, 
it is I, Douairifere le Brec, your mistress." 

Guillaume's heavy shoes clanked upon the 
flag-stones of the interior, and a second time 
the door turned upon its rusty hinges. 

"God bless you, Douairi^re," said Guil- 
laame, the miller, w ho had not yet observed 
Marianne. " You will have to wait till to- 
morrow, for it is going to be bad weather, and 
I cannot spread my canvas to the wind to- 
night/' 

"Tou are doubly deceived, Guillaume 
F6ur," ic plied thi^ Douairi^re. "I do not 
come for ycnr canvas, but that for which I 
do come cannot waif 

The miller burst into a loud laugh. 

"Ohl ohl" said he; *'at your age, 
Bouairiere, can you have any business with 
Fanchette, my wife?' 
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Donairiere le Brec pointed with her 
finger to Marianne, who sat shronded in her 
Ycil, and Goillanme cnrioosly advanced his 
head to look at her. 

^Oh! oh r sud he, again; and this time 
there was a sort of whistle. ^ Who have we 
there, Donairiere ?" 

^ Is Fanchette in the house ?" demanded 
the old woman, instead of replying. 

Goillanme F6ra scratched his ear. 

^ Not jost now," he stammered, with an air 
of embarrassment ; ^^ she was sent for just as 
it was getting dosk." 

"You lie!" interrupted Douairi^ le 
Brec, placing her dry hand upon the arm of 
the clown. 

The latter would have retreated, but Le 
Brec was stronger than he was. 

'*You lie," she repeated, looking him 
straight in the eyes. 



THRICE DEAD. 25 

And as she heard Marianne shiver under 
lier veil, she added : 

"Go and seek Fanchette, your wife, at 
once; I wish it/' 

"The king says: I wish it," muttered 
Guillaume F6ra, who did not appear in a 
hurry to obey. 

However, the look which he cast towards 
4;he old woman expressed a sort of fear. 

"Do you see, Douairi&re," he continued, 
" you should be just ; Fanchette can't be 
here and at the town of Bains." 

The veil which covered Marianne was 
agitated, and a low groan came from under 
its folds. 

It was echoed by another groan, still more 
feeble, inside the mill. 

Douairi^re le Brec let go the arm of the 
miller. 

VOL. I. c 
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^^€^et up/' said eh^ taking Marianne by 
the hand. 

Marianne obeyed as well as she could. 

^^ Get oat of the way," said the old womsn^ 
addressing Gaillauiaie. 

The latter hesitated, and did not snove. 

Douairi^re le Brec took a step towards 
him. 

^^ Take care/' said she, in « tone so im^- 
peiicms that the miller held down his head in 
spite of himself. ^^ I know what m going on 
in this house better than you do, and thos^ 
who hare resisted me hitherto have always 
had aome miafoctuii»«^" 

Quillaume was very pale» 

^^I do oiQfc speak thus,'' oentitmed 
Douairi^re le Brec, ^ becaufie I am ycnit 
mistress ; I aptak also becfetuse yo>tt are fond 
of Fanchette, your wife, and because yon 
both often remain for a long time in the even- 
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ing wat&hing yaor Uttle child in his cradle* 
^Gruillaume^ take care dT yotur wife—take 
care of your son/' 

The brows of the miller were violently con* 
tracted, but he trembled. 

**I willdo whatever you want, Do^aairi^re/* 
he murmured^ after a uleaoe. 

^'Very welV' »aid the old woman; "does 
Fanchette hear me ?'^ 

"Yes," replied a wamaik's voice, which 
aeemed to come from an adjoining room. " I 
hear yon very weU, Donaibrike. Tell me what 
it is yoa wiak." 

^^ This is what I wish^-Faw^hette will at- 
4imd to this joiang woman, who will kieap ii^er 
'Teil over her &ce*'* 

Ooillaame made a sign of aoqt^oencei 
^nd the voice from the SKE^hl^i^Qring toooi 
said, 

" Jt dhall be done, J)9nwi^e»'' 

o2 
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" So far as you are conceroed, Fanchette/ * 
continued the old woman, ^^ I think you will 
obey me, for you know me, and you are a 
good mother. But Guillaume your hus- 
band—'' 

" You can remain here and watch/' inter- 
rupted the miller, in a surly voice* 

^' I cannot," said the Douairi^re, in that 
soft and deeply moved voice, which formed so 
strange a contrast with the hardness of her 
physiognomy. " I cannot see her suffer. I 
must go away from here, for I feel that my 
head is turning, and that my heart is broken/' 

Guillaume threw a cunning glance towards 
the veil of Marianne. Perhaps he was 
already thinking of what he would do when 
the thick walls of the mill were between him 
and the Douairi^re. 

The latter pursued : 

^' But before I go, I will take my precau- 
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tions. You will go into the sifting-room, 
Guillaume F^ru, and I will draw the bolt of 
the trap-door upon you." 

" A prisoner in my. own house,'' exclaimed 
the rustic. 

"In that way/' pursued Douairi&re le 
Brec, " you will not be tempted to violate 
my orders/' 

"Go up, Guillaume/' said the voice of 
Fan chette. " Go on, for the sake of our little 
JosiUe." 

The miller placed his foot upon the ladder, 
which conducted to the upper story. As he 
was about to disappear through the trap-door, 
he turned round because he felt the ladder 
oscillate beneath a new weight. 

It was Douairifere le Brec, who was mount- 
ing behind him to fix the bolt. 

" While you are up there/' said she, *' in 
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ordet that yon may not lofie yaar time, yon 
<)an grind a peck or two of com/' 

^^ With such a wind as there is 1 To say 
nothing abont it being the er^^ing of a holi- 
day." 

^^ Ton mnst do so,'^ pronomiced Donairi&re 
le Brec, in a peremptory tone. ^^ If some 

young fellow belated on the Redon road^ 

» 

should pass close to the mill, the pit-pat and 
the grating of the mill stones will prevent him 
from hearing what is going on in your house 
to-night/^ 

The open trap-door fell, the large bolt was 
forced into its staple, and Douairi^re le Breo 
descended the steps of the ladder, and led 
Marianne fainting towards the door of the 
second room. She pressed her against her 
heart two or three times, and tears came into- 
her eyes. 
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No person m the town of Orlan, not even 
those who had played with Fraaa^ois le Brec 
wfaen she had been a child, could rememb^ 
ever having seen her weep. 

^^ Open the door, Fanchette/' said she. 

The door opened. The second 'Chamber 
was plunged in complete obseuritj. No doubt 
die old woman expected this, for she made 
no observation. 

** iPanchette,^* she said, simply; **if you 
-gpte me bach the infant and the mother, your 
little boy Josille will grow and get strong.-' 

^'»OhI how I am suffering, how I am 
evflSBriiig,^' groaned Marianne from under her 
veil. 

Fanchette advanced from the darkness to 
receive her. 

^^ Q]he hsM aster,'' she said, to herseL^ m- 
skredning a cry of -surprise ; ^^ the rhalf sister of 
(the deceased Treguem." 
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Meanwhile, amidst the darkness of the^ 
second chamber, another stifled voice re-^ 
-sponded to the complaint of Marianne, and 
also said, 

" How I am suffering/' . 
Douairi^re le Beck once more kissed 
Marianne before giving her into the hands of 
the miller's wife ; then she flew away with 
her eyes full of tears. 

Outside the wind blew with increasing 
violence, and large drops of rain were begin-* 
ning to fall. 

Douairifere le Brec threw, back the hood of 
her cloak, so that the wind and the moisture 
of the clouds might refresh her burning fore^ 
1 head. 

She placed herself on the other side of the 
road, at the foot of the embankment, and re-^ 
mained motionless, leaning upon her thick 
white staff. She was regarding the mill, frooi 
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• the windows of which a pale light was glim- 
mering; and as she listened attentively, it 
seemed to her that she could hear groans. 

"The mill is yours, Douairifere/' said Guil- 
laume F^ru, from the upper window. " Un- 

' fasten the rope; if any accident happens it 
will be all the worse for you." 

Douairifere le Brec made no reply. The 

■ shower of rain had already soaked her hair, 
and ran down her still turning face. She 
drew out the stake to which the rope was 
tied, and the mill put in motion its long sails, 
which were immediately seized by the wind 
and carried round furiously. Douairifere le 
Brec stepped aside; she still thought she 
could hear groans above the racket of the 

> creaking sails and through the clatter of the 
mill stones, which sounded like the rolling of 
a drum. 

" Gabriel I Gabriel I" sbe said, to berself ; 

c 5 
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^ where can he be at <ihis hoar? whj does he 
delay thus?" 

From time to time the shadow of Fanchette 
was cast upon the dnstj and opaque panes» 
Once Douairidre le Brec saw her run; she 
rested her hand upon her hearty and her lipa 
quivered as she murmured : 

" If I could pray I*' 

But almost immediately she raised her 
drooping head, »nd her bold eye defied tk& 
blaokness of the sky. 

The first flash which rent the clouds 
asunder lighted up her pale and haughty 
Tisage, which seemed to challenge the 
Almighty powmns. 

A peal of thunder prolonged its deep a&d 
hollow echo in the distance across the moor. 
When the thunder was Bilent, the woman 
could hear from the other side of the hill, on | 

the Sedon sead^ a maaculiiie aand sonorous i 
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▼0106 fiinging in its loudest key, notwith* 
'Standing the :tbuiider iind the rain, a meny 
mng common among ^the yoang fellows of 
Ule-et-VHaine : 

" "Ed. oampagne, comme li la ootrr, 
Vajit tout d'm^' un p'tit brin d'fvnoar. 

Sean, Tenz tu boire? 
"MitcpLOfia quand je lui prends rmenton^ 
DevieiA briUant eomme cm tison, 

V Ih tout I'hxBtoire !" 

Douairi^re le Brec thought she was dream- 
ing. The Redon road Uy before her; but it 
was now dark as it would have been in a 
cavern^ and pot an object could be distin- 
gui^ed at a distjance of fifteen yards. From 
the midst of t];ie darkness came a double 
hurst pf hearty laughter, and another voice 
joined with the first in shouting with ail its 
might the refrain of the roundelay : 

'* Veuz-tu Ji>oure,J' ai de liauj 
Flem ma seffle, plein mon nan, 

J^%n, ma pauT* vieille ; 
Bigue, digue, digae digaedou ! 
J* n'ai point d' Tiau, j' ai du bon oidre douz 
Plein mon ifian, plein ma Milld^r 
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^^ It must be tlie devil, to be singing at 
sncb a time as this,'' growled Gaillaume 
F^ru, who was trembling behind the projec- 
tion of the window, and following with 
terror the disordered motion of the machine. 

*'It is the voice of Boland Montfort,'*^ 
thought the old woman. "What can he be 
come back here for, he who has still five 
years to spend at the wars ?" 

'* Dame le Brec," exclaimed the miller^ 
"here, the shafl is going to break, and the 
mill-stones will be shivered like glass. In 
the name of goodness may I stop the mill ?" 

"Let the shaft break, Guillaume F^ru,'' 
responded the old woman, " and let the milU 
stones be shivered like glass." 

Guillaume made the sign of the cross and 
lay down upon It sack of flour. 

A window was opened on the ground floor 
of the mili, and cries of pain reached the eara 
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of the old woman, who felt an oppression at 
her heart as though it had been herself that 
was suffering. But those who were advanc-^ 
ing along the Bedon road now drew near.. 
Douairiire le Brec crossed the road, changed 
by this time into a torrent, and as she did so, 
the muddy water, covered with yellow foam,^ 
reached up to her knees. 

" Fanchette," said she, " shut the win- 
dows." 

During the violent storm, the interior of 
the poor mill, which served at once as a 
habitation and a stable, gave forth suffocating 
miasmata. 

"For those who are here," murmured 
Fanchette, approaching the casement, ^^ air 
is life 1" 

" Shut the window I '' repeated the 
Douairi^re. 

Fanchette obeyed. The old womaa 
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squatted down against die wall nponi liie 
wet gpomnd. The nerry compaoions who set 
the tempest at ^de&mee, and were singing so 
gaily, were now 'So near 'that they coul^ be 
wen ad^Mioiiq^ thtx>tigh the gloom. 

^ W«l} 1'' exclaimed one of ithem, with 
impeftorbable gaiety, ^^we cannot say that 
we have brought fine weather home with qs, 
Mathurin/' 

^^ No, we must think ourselves fortuntrte if 
we iiaye nq^ lost > our way. Stop 1 I see a 
light-^*' 

'^^J}^^ digu&doUj ion cidre douxl That 
light comes very d propos. But do yon hear 
that olattenng?" 

They both 'Stopped. 

^^I believe it is a mill," commeneed 
Malfliurtn* 

^^ParhUur exclaimed he who Imd spoJc^n 
fimt, ^^ I know where we aw 1 We aro m the 
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road which leads down to the Fierre-des- 
PaieDS, and this is Guillaume Fern's 
milL^' 

^^ What the deuce is he m aking this uproar 
in his mill to-night for ?*' 

" If you would like to know, and dry your- 
Belf ti little at the same time, we have only to 
knock at the door/' 

Mathurin hesitated a moment, and 
Doyairi^re le Brec held her breath. 

** If it rained bullets and bayonets,*' said 
Mathurin at length, " the first house I would 
enter to-night should be my mother's. Here 
we must part, friend Eoland. You go there 
to the right, I turn to the left. Let us shake 
hands, and then, au revoirf^ 

The joyous Toice of tbe singer waa 
impregnated 'wi& melancholy, es he an- 
sweired, 
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^ That is true/* said he, " you have a 
mother." 

A second flash of lightning darted from 
the clonds at this moment, and the flooded 
moor emerged from the gloom. At a 
distance of a few yards from her, on the top 
of the monnd, Donairiire le Brec saw two 
young men, dressed in uniform, shaking 
hands. They were two fine soldiers, but 
from the shoulder of one of them hung an 
empty sleeve. 

The eyes of Douairiire Le Beck opeued 
very wide. 

''Oh I" she said, drawing a long breath, 
''Boland Montfort has lost his right arm. 
Gabriel is fortu^ate.*' 

'' Good luck r' said Mathurin. 

" Good luck I'' replied Eoland. 

Mathurin took the path which conducted 
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towards ihe forest. Boland threw over his 
shoulder the stick upon which he carried a 
small bundle and directed his steps straight 
towards the door of the mill. 
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CHAPTER 11. 



THE TWO BERaSANTB. 



Some hours before, under the porch of the 
last house in the outskirts of Sedon, on the 
road to Vannes, our two soldiers were sitting 
at a table, with their backs against the wall^ 
and conversing like old friends. All day the 
heat had been suffocating, and their uniforms, 
covered with dust, bore evidence of thd 
&tigues of a long journey. They seemed to 



be enjoying their short raat immenselj^ and 
the mug of cider crowned with £roth| which 
stood between them, had been filled and 
.emptied «eyeral times. 

It was an inn of good appearanoe. The 
windows were low and wide, with sun blinds, 
of blue cu^ red ticking, and there was a large 
sign-board before the door upon which was 
written: Cajti tau^de-vie^ liqueurs. Onloge^ 
pied et h ckeval. 

Through the coach entrance, which was on 
one side of the house, you could see into a 
large yard and an open stable, in which three 
or four small horses of the country were 
taking their eyening provender. 

Our soldiers both wore the badge of 
sergeants. The elder might hare been near 
thirty years of age ; the other, he who had aa 
arm missing, did not appear to be more than 
twenty-two or twenty- ihree. He was a hand« 
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some youth, with a frank and livel^r 
physiognomy and a forehead crowned with 
black curly hair. 

^' You see, my old Mathurin/' said he, al-- 
lowing a deep sigh to escape him, ^^ when a 
fellow has one of his wings broken, it eomea 
to choosing between the Invalides and the^ 
village. I preferred to come back here and 
see if my left hand is still good for planting^ 
cabbages.'* 

He did his best to smile ; but, behind this^ 
forced gaiety there was much real sadness. 

" It is a pity," said Mathurin, *' at the rate 
you were going friend Eoland^ you were- 
sure to have become a captain. How long 
have you been in the army ?'* 

" Fifteen months when I received that 
cursed ball. And I had been a sergeant for 
some time." 

"Then you would not only have been a. 
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isaptain/' exclaimed Mathuiim, *' you woald 
have been a colonel before jour moustache 
turned grey/' 

Roland wetted his lips in his cup of cider. 
One would have thought that he was drinking 

gall. 

" Come, old fellow/' he exclaimed, 
suddenly, placing the cup down upon the 
table, " don't let us talk of that, for my eyes 
are itching, and it will do you no good what- 
ever to make me cry like a baby." 

Mathurin held out his hand to him in 
alienee. 

" So," continued Eoland, " your mother in 
her letters has alluded to this famous Abbe 
Gabriel ?" 

^^Not often. The good woman told me 
that there was at the Presbyt^re of Orlan, a 
sort of dandy more learned than his books, 
who was the nephew, or rather the god-son, of 
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Booairi^ le Breo, and wko one day or other 
would racceed the old reetor/' 

Soland knitted his brows. 

^ To« can't get white flour out of a bag of 
tioalfl/' said he, quoting a proverb of the 
neighbourhood. ^^ He is not a priest yet, any 
more for his seminarist's obat ; if he beoomes 
one the devil will h& in the b^mtwr r 

The sun was sinking towards the hoiuon 
and was already hidden behind the square 
base of that tower, sh&ped like an obelisk in 
which some jrears previously the Ghouanahad 
sustained the assault of the republican army« 

A horseman, dressed ia black and moimted 
«pon a korse which seemed knocked up with 
fatigue, appeared round a turning in the 
road and came straight towards the iisa. 

^ How far is it &om here to &e town of 
Orlan ?" he demanded of die innkeeper, who 
came forward to meet hiia« 
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The tWY> sei^eants pricked up their 
ears. 

^^ He is going our way," said Roland. 

^^ And he is an Englishman/' added 
lU^hmriA^ ^^ I have learnt to recognize the 
accent of these goddam^.*' 

The masteir of the inn replied to the ques- 
tion of the stiMigen 

"Four leagues/' 

The foreigner hesitated an iufirtant, dian he 
tkreir tiie biiidle t^ the innkeeper. He sprang 
to the ground, and wn&siened the strafes of 
Itis valise himself, which he placed upon his 
own sboiifrlder^ lUBtead of acoepting tha officious 
asdistittioe of the groom^ 

^'A priv«rte room," said he, ^^a good 
dinner, if it is to be had, and a feesh horse in 
am hour.'' 

^^ It appears ke has something good in the 
valise," said Eoland^ 
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^^ These goddams never do aajthing like 
other people/* replied Mathurin. 

^^Bat w^hat the deuce have yoa to saj 
against that poor woman le Brec?*' he 
added, when the stranger had crossed the 
threshold of the auberge. 

^^The daoined witch I" growled Roland. 
^^ She has tried many a time to cast a spell 
upon Treguem I" 

Mathurin burst out laughing. 

Roland looked in his &ce with an air of 
displeasure, and continued : 

^^ It is a long time since jou lived in the 
country. You don't believe in anything ?" 

''Yes, indeed," interrupted Mathurin, ''I. 
believe in God. But you are very fond of 
Treguern then?" 

"Yes," replied Roland, simply. "I am 
very fond of him. I could not like him more 
if he was my own brother." 
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Mathurin bit his lips as if he wished to 
restrain some words which were ready to 
escape him. 

Soland continaed in a thoughtfol tone, 
^^Tt has always been thas between the 
Treguems and the Montforts. The Tre- 
guems were always noble lords ; the 
Montforts were always faithful vassals I" 
Mathurin shrugged his shoulders, 
"Lords! vassals!" he repeated, ^^par 
^exempUy that is ancient history I*' 

" My grand-father had five sons,'* pursued 
Eoland, as though he had not heard, " five 
fine young fellows, as strong and brave as 
lions. They all went to America with the 
last Treguem but one| who went to fight 
gainst the English. My grandfather died in 
placing his bosom before the bosom of 
Treguern. He said to hiis sons : ^ Do as I 
have done/ and his sons obeyed* When 

VOL. I. D 
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Tregtiem rtftni^ed «d firitany, Im liad only 
ime of Montfort's £ve sons with him, th^ 
other four had been killed in saving his life. 
I have seen upon the foteheddof the one who 
tevnained, who wM my father, a deep sword 
cmt which an Emglish dragoon destined for 
the forehead of Treguetn. When he died, 
my father said to me : ^ Do as I have done/ 
and I should not so muc^ regret the loss of 
my right arm, if T had given it for 
Treguem I'* 

^^ Every man to his tastes/' began 
Mathurin. ^I have been told, however, 
tny poor Bolanid^" he added, int6iTqpti3ig 
himself, ^^ that yoahaVe given him moretbMi 
«hat r 

The hamdfiOiiBie fblee of 4ho y^mig soldifer 
became ^rave. 

^^That'g time," rej^dd fioknd M^tttfort. 
^I have given hitt moae iIma that I" 
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**The best days of your youth," lidded 
Mathurin. 

'' Still better than that !" said Kolaad. 

" What then ?'' 

^^ I have givfin him.jny happiness V . 

Mathurin leaned across tha .table, and filJL^d 
ftp his friend's cup and then his own. 

" When you left for the army, Mathurin,'* 
continued Roland, ^' Genevieve was quijte a 
child, was she. aot ?'* 

" Eight or ten yiear^ old, at moet.'* 

*^ Then you don't ireltain any recoUeetiou of 

'*" Oh, yes 1 The pjcottfest Uttle girl I lu^ye 
jEoet in my Uf^. 8h.e «iust .have be^n very 
^«3ddful by cthe tjme.ehewaa fi^t^en»" 

" Very b^utiftil/' repeHftcid Epland, with 
la feltering Vioice.; " l^^aut^l w iw wgc^l." 

**OhI (tfhr* said Math^rw ; "thqn it h A 
JkmeiStoigF?'' 

D 2 
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" Has your mother never told you in her 
letters the name of Treguem's wife ?" 

" I don't recollect her having done so/' re- 
sponded Mathurin. 

Soland passed the fingers of his left hand 
across his forehead. 

** We were the same age, Filhol and I," he 
continued ; " the home of Treguem had be- 
come so poor that we were brought up to- 
gether as equals and companions. I was like 
Filhol's brother, and until we were twenty 
years of age I do not think I passed a single 
day without sharing his joys and sorrows. On 
the night on which we attained our eighteenth 
year, there was a fSte at the manor-house^ 
notwithstanding the badness of the times; 
and all the gentry that were left in the 
neighbourhood were assembled in the great 
ball. The story went that the Commander 
Malo had been killed by the bleus^ in that 
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tower yon see up there above the houses in 
the street. He had not been seen for several 
months. That night he suddenly entered the 
hall, without any announcement, and came 
and placed himself in the middle of the circle 
which surrounded the hearth." 

" Ah ! now I" interrupted Mathurin, " I 
shall be very glad to be decided about your 
Commander Malo. Is he a sorcerer, or is he 
mad?" 

"The Commander Malo is a Treguem/' 
returned Eoland, in a stem voice ; " and his 
name must be pronounced with respect. Have 
you heard of the veil?" 

** What veil.'' 

" The veil which announces death.*' 

" Ha I ha I" exclaimed Mathurin, wliose 
harsh laughter was a little forced. " The 
veil of Treguern I Oh I yes, I have heard 
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talk of tliat ; and in truth, I believe that a 
Inan changes directly he finds himself in the 
midst of these moors, I have not thought of 
all their witchcraft and jugglery for the last 
ten years, and God knows that I should have 
laughed like a hunchback if I had been told 
some ghost story at the army of Sambre-et- 
Meuse. Now here I am with my flesh almost 
creeping I" 

*• If you have heard tell of the veil of Tre- 
guem," pursued Eoland, in a quiet and melan- 
choly tone, ^^ you know that since the great 
Knight Tanneguy, whose tombstone is in the 
church of Orlan, all the males of the blood 
of Treguem have had the gift of being able 
to foresee the death of their friends and of 
their enemies." 

** So well that when Malo used in bygone 
dayj» to look me in the face," growled 



mBlGB BSAD. Q& 

Mathmin, '^I, who was neither hia fiiexi4 
nor his enemy, howeyer, I hurried firom him 
aa though I had seen the devil I'! 

Eoland went on : 

^^That night theo, th^ good comtegsci 
Filhol's mother, was sitting under the mauteU 
piecOf She sidll wore her widows' mourning, 
as the comte had died the year hefore* ThQ 
eommaiider looked at her and turned pale 

" * Madame ma causine^ said he, * you 
should tbiok of (prod/ 

" The countess was a pious woman ; she 
^ose from her seat and walked straight to thQ 

commander. 

^^ ^ Monsieur men cousin^ she said to hinni 
'since my husband left the world I think 
only of Godf' 

** ^oy was bia;nijihed from every face ; and 
from the ei^li-eipijty of the sajpon where FiU 
hoi and I were d;EH;ipiug with the youug ^x]ft% 
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we heard the words repeated in whispers^ 
amidst the general silence — ' The veil ! the 
yeil !' The countess called Filhol, and told 
him to go for a priest. 

*^I remember very well that Genevieve, 
poor child, was dancing with me. She was^ 
dreadfiillj pale, and trembled in my arms as 
she murmured, hardly knowing what she was 
saying: * He would be very bold who dared 
to enter the family of Treguem.' 

^^ The good comtesse died like a christian 
before sunrise. The Commander Malo re- 
mained at the manor-house till after the 
funeral, and then went away, according to his 
custom, without saying where he was going. 

" Filhol no longer had either father or 
mother, and was master of his own actions.. 
A deep sadness took possession of him, and I 
felt the same sadness myself, for it seemed; 
that our two hearts were twins. 



THRICE DEAD. 57 

'*The circumstances which preceded the 
death of the good Comtesse had made a deep 
impression upon us, and we talked of scarcely 
anything but supernatural agencies. 

^^ It was at this time that we exchanged a 
solemn and extravagant promise, one of those 
promises the fulfilment of which is above 
man's power, and which the will of God alone 
can ratify." 

" What promise?'* demanded Mathurin. 
But he was no longer the merry fellow he had 
.been a few minutes before. 

The sun had sunk behind the pointed 
gables of the faubourg, and night was falling 
rapidly; the sky, which was laden with 
clouds at the horizon, seemed almost to con- 
found its dark outline with the darker outline 
. of the mountains of Saint Pern. The route, 
beyond the faubourg mounted a hill, where 
it wound round and was lost between two 
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walk of keadi. Bcjnd Ibfc was &e daik- 
and die wide dcaoted BMKir, Ae moor 
wliieh tliej would be ebliged to cnnB that 
night. 

^The pioaBfle wbidi we exchanged^ 
iilbol de Treguem and I^** eontinned 
Roland^ ^ooold onlj be aooomplished in 
ease one of as died, and^ thank GSod, we are 
still both of OS in the world. Now that I 
eome to reflect, I think that love most have 
bad something to do with ovr sadness, for we 
were both in love imknonn to each other. 
Why was this mysteiy between ns, who did 
everything in couimon, i don't know. 

^ However, we both loved the same woman; 
and, if one of ns had risked a confesaon, onr 
double secret would very soon have been 
discovered* But we were yonngsters, and^ 
as for me, I shoald never ha/te dnred to say 
to Oenevi&ve^ ^ I lo?e yonl' 
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^^ Genevieve was becoming Mora IxeatttiAil 
from day to day, a»d I wa^ fioll of hope ; for 
it saemed to ifto that her best Bmiles were for 
me. Sometimes fears came to me, for t«riie 
mA dieep loY0 IB never traaquil. Filhol was 
w> bandiSK>me Mid so good 1 ikit Filhol had 
neyer eonfided anything* to me, and I rem^u* 
'Jj^reid in Bpite of myself those words, of 
Genevieve : ' lie would be very bold who dared 
to e»terr thd family of Treguern.' 

^^ Two year^ pi^ssad, and m the month of 
May, X798, botb Filhpl -and I attained our 
tweu^eth year. We disew toge«ther at the 
i^onsoription* I h^A & fortunate number, 
FiUlLol wa^ unlucky^ 

^^ Man i^ bom selfish* At first I thought 
Qjdy of Geaevi^ve, whioh was simply to think 
of iny^elf. Qp rf^rping to the house full of 
joy as I was, I beard soiipaebody weeplag 
b&lmd the il^edge of ^h^ orchard ; and my 
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heart sank within me, for I said : ^ Here are 
Marianne de Treguem and her little sister 
Lawrence, crying at the departure of poor 
Filhol/ 

" The foliage was not very thick ; I placed 
my face close to the hedge, and saw 
Oenevifeve with her long hair scattered over 
her shoulders, sobbing, a nd standing with her 
hands in those of Filhol. 

" Friend Mathurin,'' here interrupted 
Eoland, " when they cut off my right arm I 
did not feel half so sharp a pang as I felt 
then. I took my way towards the Manor 
House, where I had a place among the old 
servants, for I was already, like Filhol, 
fatherless and motherless. I made a small 
bundle of my clothes, and said to my sister 
Marion : ^ I am drawn in the conscription. I 
jnust go. Adieu ! May you be happy/ 

^ We were still at war, and the conscripta 
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had to set out for Bedon on the same evening. 
I placed my bundle upon the end of my stick 
and throwing it across my shoulder, hurried 
away; and as I came to the orchard, I still 
saw Filhol and Genevifeve together. 

" They guessed my intention, and perhaps 
they had been expecting it, for Genevifevo 
threw herself upon her knees upon the grass 
and thanked God, while Filhol pressed me 
against his heart. 

^^ Genevieve 1 I still see her large moist 
blue eyes raised towards heaven I I had 
never thought her half so beautiful as at that 
moment. 

^^ Filhol and I went to the town, and in the 
presence of the mayor, made an exchange of 
our numbers. I set out the same evening, 
and Filhol accompanied me as far as Bedon.. 

"" What I did for Filhol, Filhol would have 
done for me.'' 
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^' Perhaps/' nmrniured Mathnrin. 

^^ Besides^ I was obeying the last comoiand 
of my father. Bince then I have reeeived two 
letters from my native place; one in which 
Filhol announced his marriage with Oene* 
viive, and the other which informed me of 
the Ittrth of his first child, the little Olyaiphe 
^de Treguenu'' 

Boland ceased fipeaking^ and his head sank 
down till it rested upon his ohest. 

" How long is it sinee you received the 
second letter ?" inquired Mathorin. 

*' A year.*' 

*'*And your sister has never sent you any 
newB?" 

^^ My sister Maiioa cannot write." 

^^And now that you are returning to the 

.pla(»9 Bohmd^" said Matiuirin, with evident 

emotion, and a& though hie eould not keep 

back the words, ^4f you o^ould find 
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Genevi^e still beantifol — but a widow, a&d 
freer 

Roland raised himself to his fall height^ 
and tamed so pale that you would have 
thought he was a corpse. 

He fixed bis great eyes wide open upon his 
companion, as though he did not dare to 
interrelate otherwise than by a look. 

At the turning in the road, where, but a 
short time since, the horseman dressed in 
black appeared, whom Mathurin had de- 
clared to be an Englishman, the galloping of 
.another horse was heard* The dusk had been 
filling for some time, and lights were be- 
ginning to glimmer through the narrow 
windows in 4he street. A sombre object 
could be vaguely seen through the darkness; 
it was another horseman, dressed in blacks 
In a few seconds he had passed over the 

separated faim from tke aubesrge^ 
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and his horse, whose flanks were smoking^ 
stopped short before the table at which our 
two sergeants were resting. 

There was a lamp attached on one side ta 
the wall of the inn, and on the other to a 
post which stood upon the edge of the pave- 
ment. The new comer cracked the small 
whip which he held in his hand to call the 
people of the auberge. He remained on 
horseback, however, as though he was afraid 
to descend without help. 

He was a young man who seemed to be a 
year or two younger than Roland Montfort. 
His light curly hair, thick and fine, hung 
heavy with perspiration, under the broad 
brim of his hat. He wore a short cloak, 
small-clothes tied at the knee with ribbon, and 
. half boots with spurs. 

But notwithstanding this cavalier costume^ 
. there was something gauche and timid about 
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him whicli annotmced a man accustomed ta 
a sedentaiy life, a something which, apart 
even from the formation of his body and the 
traits of his face, made you suspect that there 
was a good deal of the woman beneath that 
masculine disguise. 

At the present day the appearance of a 
priest is as distinct as that of a woman ; the 
cassock impedes the movements even more 
than the dress, and it is not necessary to be a 
very close observer to recognise the seminarist 
under the garb of a cavalier. 

It required something very serious to dis* 
trad the attention of Eoland Montfort after 
the last words of his comrade ; however, hi& 
attention was distracted. From the moment 
when he fixed his eyes for the first time upon 
the new comer his regard was not withdrawn 
from him. 
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^^ Do jott know him T inquired Matbuw^ 
in a low voice. 

^ I haye never seen him before/' returned 
Roland, ^' but I believe I know him!" 

^^ Holloa t" cried the horseman, in a weak 
and juvenile voice, but which seemed nata«- 
rally to take an imperious tone, "is there 
nobody here to receive me ?" 

It was the wind which prevented his voice 
from being heard within the auberge ; for the 
wind had been rising for some time past ; 
black clouds were making their appearance 
in the sky over the moor, and the dust was 
beginning to move in eddies along the road. 

The young man, at the end of his patience^ 
threw down his whip and loosed his bridle^ 
in order to get down by holding to the horse's 
mane. He was certainly a very poor horse- 
man. The horse, which seemed quite 
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ktiicked up,, did not move^ and the joung 
mtUL reached the ground without diffioalty.^ 
but while both bis hands were ocoupied, a 
gust of wind caught the wide brim of his hat^, 
which was carried away to a distance of 
twenty yards. 

The light of the lamp fell upon a face of a 
beauty almost feminine, and which one would 
have thought was too small for the prodigal 
richness of light hair which surrounded i*. 
Yet on nearer observation, there could be 
seen upon the pale face, among the too 
delicate features, the reflex of a bold intellect 
and an obstinate will. The forehead waa 
high, and it could easily be seen that it rose 
under his hair ; the lips were firmly pressed 
together ; the nose presented that undecided 
curve which is not exactly the aquiline line; 
the nostrils, distended and almost transparent, 
already gave signs of thai flatness of the 
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frontal bone which, in the ordinary way, only 
comes with age; and the arched eye-brows,, 
as exquisitely formed as though some skilful 
chisel had carved them out of marble, over- 
shadowed eyes of a sombre blue. 

In its fibrst aspect, it was a charming^ 
head ; but the second look sought, in vain, 
among this harmonious ensemble for the 
ingenious frankness and the thoughtlessness 
of youth. 

" Pick up my hat," said the stranger to the 
garcon of the inn, who at last presented him- 
self, ^^ and another time try to come a little* 
sooner when I call/' 

Roland pressed the hand of his friend. 

" It is he," he murmured. " I'll wager 
my life it is he I" 

" What do you mean by he ?" demanded 
Mathurin. 

'' That Abbe Gabriel." 
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i " With boots and spurs/' commenced 
Mathurin, with a laugh ; *' an abbe I" 

But he did not go on, for, as the new- 
"Comer turned to receive his hat from the 
hands of the waiter of the inn, the light of 
the lamp falling upon his beautiful blond 
hair showed a newly-shaven tonsure. 

"Oh I oh I Monsieur Gabriel,*' said the 
waiter in an eager tone, " you are fortunate 
to reach here ; it will be better in the 
auberge than on the heath to-night." 

The young traveller turned, without reply- 
ing, towards the yard door. 

" You have guessed right, however," said 
Mathurin, in Roland's ear ; " it is your Abbe 
Gabriel." 

Eoland imposed silence upon him by a 
'gesture, and advanced his head in order to 
hear better. 

Gabriel was speaking* 
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^'A room," said he, "some soup, some 
bread, and some wine, and have a horse ready 
at the door ia a quarter of an hour.'' 

*' What I'' excltimed the garoon^ *' are yon 
going to proceed on your journey. ia tiiifl 
weather, Monsieur Gabriel ?" 

Roland leaned forw^uid BtiU further ^to 
catch the response, but the yoftuag traveller 
had already passed the threshold of the door. 

" And wibat skall we do ?" said Mathuria, 
looking up at. the nieiaiaciag isky, ^^ahall wb 
jaleep here ? It will be light to-anorrow*** 

Koland was absorbed im his refieetions. 

*'Do you iiear?" said Mathurin; '^ shall 
we Ask for a bed ?" 

And as the young' sergeant still xeiiiimiQted 
silent, Mathurin added : 

'* What the devil are jon thinking about ?'^ 

^^ I was thinking,'' replied Robsud, ia .ft 
slow and changed raice-^'I was . Idkinking 
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iEat he arrived at idie BarsDnage of Oilaii a 
week after my departure for the army. It 
6eem6 like Fate : Filhol was alone, and 
'Filhol is easily led. I was thinking that 
Filhol has only written to me twice — a dozen 
lines in each letter, ^ginoe the day on which 
J <said adieu to him at this spot where we are 
now sitting. I was thinking that it is a 
singular thing, and a bad omen to £ntd in the 
first person I me^t «on my return to my native 
place, the anaa who has t&ben &oei me tbe 
heart of my brother Filhol.'* 

'' Bah I" said Mathnrin. 
. Poland raised hialiead land interrogcdied the 
«ky im his tnim ; the clouds had: grown blacker 
and bladker, and weromow so low that ihe^ 
seemed to touch the chimneys of the houses, 

" That Oateiel axnst be in a.great hurry," 
he muttered, asthoAgdi > be was :iqpeaking to 
^liimself. 
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^^ What does that matter to us ?'' said 
Mathurin. 

** And the other," added Roland, " he who 
carried the heavy valise upon his shoulder ? 
What brings them both here on the same 
day, at the same hour ?'' 

" How did we happen to meet each other 
on the high road?'' demanded Mathurin^ 
with a laugh. 

" Yes — how ?" repeated Roland* " I have 
known entire seasons in which not a single 
traveller arrived at the town of Orlan." 

Mathurin shrugged his shoulders. 

" Come 1" he exclaimed, " the jug is empty, 
and there is no more in our cups. Shall we 
remain here, or shall we go on ? I vote that 
we remain/' 

Roland rose to his feet, and struck the table 
mth the end of his walking-stick. 

^^ Stop if you like, friend Mathurin," said 
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lie ; ^^ I believe something will happen at 
Orlan to-night. Why I think so I don't 
know; bat it seems like a voice in my ears, 
which keeps crying to me, ' Make haste I' If 
I have but one arm, thank God I it is a good 
one. I am going/' 

He put some coins into the hand of the 
garcon to pay for what they had had. 

"Give me time to fill my gourd, Roland,'* 
exclaimed Mathurin ; " you shall not go 
alone. Thunder and lightning I it is high 
time to talk about it, for the clouds are already 
beginning to strike fire there behind the Sain^ 
Pern hills. Well, we have seen some other- 
storms since we have been in the army of 
^mbre-et-Meuse. Oarcon^ fill this with 
eau'de^vte up to the neck for me, and then^ 
en route /" 
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CHAPTER m. 



N0Cl5tfBNAL 't^AkOtii. 



if wa6 libcmd eight o'clock in the ereniii^ 
Wheti Bolftnd Montfort and bin comrade left 
Ihe Mib&rgb iDr the town ci Redom The firat 
M6p whieh ^&j tMk Brought them into the 
t6nixtity^ f(» aftdr «he fiMJl ebolosiore of the 
tavern, nothing lay hefore them hat the opeit 
road. 

Mathorin's gourd had heen filled to the 
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meek, aeeording to his desire, and the gourd 
was a large one. They had, therefore, some- 
thing to keep up their spirits. 

The two sergeants climbed up the hill in 
silence, holding down their heads to avoid 
the dust with which the wind was laden, and 
marched along with long strides. As they 
advanced, the road, cut through the slate 
rocks, wound round, and ran between two 
perpendicular walls, Mathurin frequently 
looked back, and so long as he could see the 
glimmering of the scattered lights — which 
indicated the situation of the town — he did 
not mind ; but when the walls of slate rocks 
rose above him, and shut out the last ray, 
Mathurin drew a great sigh from the bottom 
of his chest. 

Roland and he were in a sort of tunnel, of 
which the low black sky formed the vault. 
The wind rushed along the defile with furioua 
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violence. Then, when by chance the wind 
ceased for a few moments, there was suddenly 
a gloomy silence, during which the footsteps 
of our two travellers echoed strangely. 

" It is ten years since I came this way," 
said Mathurin, in anything but a confident 
voice ; ** shall we be long before we get from 
between these rocks ?" 

" Ten minutes," replied Boland. 

^^ Ma foiT growled Mathurin, who envied 
the coolness of his companion ; ^^ in the course 
of my life, I have passed through defiles filled 
with snow, where my comrades were falling 
down frozen all along the road ; I don't 
know how it was that I never felt the cold as 
I do here, right through the marrow of my 
bones." 

It was warm, nevertheless, and poor Ser- 
geant Mathurin had perspiration upon his 
temples. 
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On the top of one of the precipices, a mourn- 
ful voice was raised, singing the hoolo of the 
pdtours. Another voice responded from the 
opposite precipice, and for some minutes there 
was an exchange of plaintive and prolonged 
sounds. Then some goat-hells could be heard 
tinkling, and the wind brought to the ear the 
lowing of oxen, shut up in some barn. 

Mathurin raised his head quite brave; 
these melancholy but well-known sounds 
spoke at least of the living world. The 
pdtour^ with naked feet, and the shepherdess 
talking love from one rock to the other, the 
bleating flocks, the sharp-toned bells— all 
these were the sweet voices of the country, 
and Mathurin was very fond of his poor 
native Britany. If at this moment he had 
been at the bourg of Orlan, with his feet 
before the fire of some old friend, surrounded 
by a farmer and his wife with their lads and 



78 THBIGE DEAB. 

lasses, there would not have been a happieir 
man in the universe than Mathurin, the 
sergeant. 

But those Breton miles are so long, and 
the Grand-Lande conceals so many spectres 
behind its white stones surrounded with 
heather. 

Eoland Montfort had been right in saying 
that Mathurin had forgotten the superstitious 
traditions of his native place in the armjr*^ 
The bivouac fire is often a cure for vague 
terrors. Not once, perhaps, since he had put 
on an uniform, had Mathurin thought of 
those fantastic dances which the kourzls are 
supposed to perform around granite crosses ; 
of the doleful mewiugs of the ehats courtauds^ 
holding their counsels on the tops of hedges ^ 
of the grosses hHes^ that gigantic army of 
satan who have large oak trees for horns, and 
who devour whole forests like sheep grazing; 



upon &e graw of a field ; of tl^ wrnigvetSf 
those sly imps who spring upon tha throatv 
of traTelleca, «id leaira th/^iioi ^aogjed in 
aome bog; and of the Z/wewes fU Mmt^ tboM^ 
tall pale women who hare ^7^9 which se^ 
never to look at anythmg, itfid who oompol 
the pas8er&-bj to wring w«l; wiudiog sb^^tg. 
But those memories only slept withwt 
being dead ; tiio Bneton peasant may oiake 
the tour of the worldi and yiet fiwi th^ invr 
pressionB of his yonnth intact oa oo^ee moi^ 
placing his foot n{M>n the ispU of Britany. 
There i^ something in the air of the plaoo 
which eannot be defined; the ^oUtode of 
idght becomes peop)^:; laleiMxe grows elo«- 
quent, and the void takes a bodily ^hap^ ; 
every roek soems a crouching forw, wery 
tnee stretches out ittg gnarled and niienaew^ 
limbs ; moanjs float npoa the haise, Mid j^ik 
Smey you see th^ flntteringTeiis of the BeUes^ 
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de-Uui'^ihose virgins who died before they 
had learnt to love. 

In the doads you see mountains with 
their sides torn, immense forests standing upon 
the banks of lakes, towers of cathedrals and 
the colossal recumbent figure which as it 
passes always seems to be looking down upon 
the world. 

Then in the distance, along the road upon 
which you are travelling, you hear the rolling 
of the wheels of the ** black chariot.'^ No- 
body has ever seen this chariot, but every one 
may have heard the awful grinding of its 
wheels a hundred times in the course of his 
life. Carriguel an ancou^ says the old Welsh 
language— the car of death. 

Presently there is a rustling among th^ 
branches in the wood which you are pass- 
iftg ; you hear the prolonged winding of a 
horn from beneath the foliage, and a roebuck 
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bounds across the road, his eyes two burning 
coals, and his bones sticking out through his 
skin. Behind the roebuck comes rapid as 
lightning the skeleton of a horse, and upon 
this strange steed there is a horseman of 
gigantic stature, wearing a complete suit of 
steel armour, all but the helmet, which is 
missing. What would be the use of a helmet 
when upon the shoulders of the cavalier there 
is no head ? 

That is undoubtedly the dead huntsman 
who rides through the forest from sun-set till 
dawn. 

And those small pale lights dancing among 
the water plants down there must be troubled 
spirits seeking for lost prayers, like mendi- 
cants watching for crumbs from the table of 
the wealthy. And further on, at the wind of 
the river, that wavering figure, white as a 
statute of aiabiuster, which seems to grow as 

E 5 
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you retreat from it, till its forehead touchea 
the stars. 

Some time had passed since they had heard 
either the patour or the shepherdess, the 
goat bells or the lowing of the herds. 

^^ Mathurin," said Botand, in a loud voice^ 
which made the sergeant tremble, ^^ why did 
you speak to me of Genevieve as a widow 
and free?" 

**Whyr repeated Mathurin; "Til teU 
you presently — not here. I feel stifled 
between these black walls."^ 

In order to raise his spirits a little, he drew 
out the cork of his gourd for the first time 
and took a draught, while £oland cantiiiued 
to march on. 

" Will you have aome T inquired Mathurin^ 
calling after hinu 

Boland made no reply ; bis head was bent 
down, and he wms iabsoirbfid |jsi hig thoughts. 
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^ A widow «nd ifree V' he said to Mmselt 
^ God ^roteot us I The man is mad. How 
eonld Filhol be dead, since I l^ave never seen 
Uxn either waking or in my dreams?*' 

MeUiturin hasl^ened to rejoin him. The 
darkness of tbe imid 'was gradually becowing 
le«3 intense, because the rocky wctlls on 
either side became lower, fit |bhe same time 
that iiie siky became less sombre. Tbe road 
tomed ahraptly, and there the change of 
^eene was T'ery striking. A landscafi^ 
ftretchied iont b^re the eyes of our two 
trairfsUers far as the eyte eould reach; the 
drall continued <on ;tke ligliutT-on the left was 
ihe open space, for tbe road which hitherto 
had pierced the mountain, now ran along *i|fcs 
side. 

Foot the moment the wind had got rthe bet- 
ttf of the eloads, thicdc caoipd heavy as they 
'wene, and 4heie prese krgie openings bene and 
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there wticli allowed the stairy azure of the 
aky to be seen. The crescent moon showed 
i t self at intervals, soon to bathe itself under 
the collected vapours, and then to appear 
again for a second sparkling and victorious 
in the midst of turbulent clouds. 

By daylight it is a grand and rich land- 
scape, which presents itself to the eye of the 
traveller coming from the other side of the 
heights of Saint Pern, At your feet the 
slate quarries descend to an immense depth^ 
excavated according to the caprice of their 
vein, and leaving in places little mounds of 
earth, covered with grass and flowers, ta 
plunge further down into abysses which the 
eye can barely sound. 

A hundred yards from the foot of the 
mountain, the river Ise — a tributary of the 
Vilaine — winds along its graceful course,, 
bathing the foot of the chapel, which serves. 
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as a parish church for the town of quarry* 
men. Beyond the Ise, the fields, covered 
with flocks, rise in a gentle slope to the out- 
skirts of the town of Bains, where the land- 
scape rises more abruptly, through woods, 
plantations of pines, and spaces of cleared 
land, till it joins the barren heights of the 
Grand- Lande. All is full of life and motion 
in this ant-nest of workmen. 

But at night it is different. They go ta 
bed early at the quarries of Saint Pern, in 
order to rise early in the morning. Silence 
takes the place of the thousand sounds of 
toil, the fires are extinguished, the huts dis- 
iEippear in the darkness, and the whole valley 
resembles a black gulf which has no bottom. 

Boland paused, and Mathurin felt a sort of 
dizziness on seeing the void by which the 
narrow road was bordered. 

^^ I never felt like this befere," said Roland^ 
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thiakiog alood ; ^ yet, I wm fancying hour 
happy I ehonld be in inhaling the firrt 
breath of iair whi<5h came from my matiyi) 
place. Here i» the Ise, in which I have 
bathed so mmj timee ; and these are ihi9 
meadows to whieh I used to bring the flocky 
belonging to th<a Manor. Look I Mathurini 
now that the moon i$ elear^ ther^ is the forest 
of Grandprfe; there k ih^ wew mill, which 
you pass just befbne you come to the town of 
BaiuA ; and, I think I ^n distinguish the 
two wings of the handsome Ch^an .de 
McBiL" 

** You may seie sJl that/' said Matburin, 
reeoUing against the rocks on the other side 
pf (thte road ; " you are fortunate. As for me, 
I oim s&d nothing but that deyil of a pneci- 
piee, over whieh you will be fisJling kmA 
foremost if you rewknin w w^ to *he brink 
j^B that I ^an fOfe thp shadows lOf the tclouds 
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passing over the country , and down there^ 
the ridge of the Grand-Lande, which seems 
to be lighted up with some diabolical li^ht/^ 

What he said was the truth ; the mocm 
was now hidden from our two travellers ; but 
the horizon was still illuminated by its beam% 
and beyond the darkened foreground, the 
6rand*Lande rose up in the distance, clearly 
defined against the aombre clouds. 

^^ This is not natural," continued Boland| 
speaking of his own impressions. 

" No, no," exclaimed Mathurin ; " it is not 
natural I You must go elsewhere than •on 
the Grand-Lande at this hour of the night 
1^ which we are <^rossing it, if you want to 
see thmgs that are natural* There is still 
time to return to £edoni friend Roland ; what 
do you «ay ?" 

Solaxi^d placed his stick across Hs shouldei;^ 
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and continued his march ; Mathurin followed 
him, much against his will. 

They reached the bottom of the road in 
silence. 

" Are the laws of marriage altered in 
^ritany ?'' demanded Roland, suddenly. 

'* Why do you ask T said Mathurin. 

" I think they call it divorce," continued 
Koland ; " the law of divorce must have come 
into operation since you speak of Genevieve 
as a widow and free ?" 

'' As to that/' said Mathurin, almost in a 
whisper, " I know nothing about it. But let 
us quicken our steps, if you will, Roland. A 
storm which lingers becomes a tempest, and 
the best thing for us to do will be to reach 
the high ground as soon as possible/' 

The young sergeant did not move. He 
iwas still possessed of the same idea which had 






THBICE DEAD. 89* 

absorbed his thoughts from the cominence-< 
ment of the journey. 

" Then/* said he, endeavouring to watch 
the countenance of his companion, "you have 
heard that Filhol de Treguem is dead ?" 

" It ,mu8t come to that, sooner or later, my 
dear Eoland,'* replied Mathurin, who was 
upon thorns. 

Notwithstanding the obscurity, an extra- 
ordinary agitation could be seen upon the 
fiice of Eolond. 

"Whoever said that, told you a lie," he 
added, continuing his walk, "when Filbol de 
Treguem dies, I shall be the first to know it." 

Mathurin was in no mind to discuss the 
subject. He had already drank one-third of 
the contents of his gourd, but his spirits did 
not return. 

For the time Roland Montfort was any- 
thing but a lively companion. It was im-^ 
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possible to draiv from him a reasonable word ; 
but Mathurin heard him mattering between 
hid taeth: 

" But if God had not «o willed it ? If the 
dead eannot fulfil the promi^ies made in tfaia 

ufe r 

The road was now ascending. On the left 
could be seen, when the moon shone out, the 
tall chimneys of the ch&teau de Meeil, and in 
the front of them the road was cut off by a 
large sombre mass; this was the forest of 
Grandpr6. 

A few fitepe further, and the aged oaks, 
with their enormous limbs matted together, 
formed an arch above their heads. Once 
fairly entered upon the forest, our two 
soldiers could see literally nothings Mathu* 
rin felt as though he could hardly respire, 
and it was with the utmost difficulty that he 
followed the regular iSteps of his compauioa. 
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The YfixxA no longer blew in hia face as it bad 
done outside of tbe wood ; it only plunged 
into tbe forest at interrals, rusbing along^ 
sometimes on one side, sometimes on the 
other, in short in capricious squalls. But 
the tempest weighed upon the tops of the 
oaks, and the large trunks groaned as thej 
swayed to and fro. 

Uathurin was more dead than alive. He 
saw a spectre behind every tree which stood 
near to the patlu 

"Here is one I" said Boland Montfort, sud- 
denly stopping short and seeming to listen. 

" One what?" stammered Mathurin, in the 
greatest terror. 

'* Listen I" 

They could distinctly hear, but without 
being able to tell exactly in what direction, 
tbe sound of a horse galloping through tbe 
forest. 
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^* The dead huntsman/' began Mathurin. 

** There were two at the inn/' interrupted 
Roland ; " this one will arrive the first." 

'* Not very much/' he added, turning hi» 
ear to another breath of wind, *'for I can 
hear a second horse." 

** And there is a third stopped right in the 
middle of the road 1" cried Mathurin, stretch- 
ing out his arms as if to repel some vision. 
" Good God I what a night I" 

There was, in reality, a horseman standing 
motionless in the centre of an open space 
formed by some cross roads, at a distance of 
forty or fifty yards. In this spot there was 
nothing to intercept the moon-beams, except 
9i ilight cloud which was then passing. 
Compared with the profound darkness which 
hftd surrounded our two travellers for some 
minutes, the horseman seemed to be sur- 
rounded by a halo of light. His head waa 
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bare, and they could distinguish his pale and 
meagre visage beneath his waving locks of 
grey hair. He was of high stature, and the 
folds of a cloak of extraordinary length, fell 
from his shoulders almost to his horse's feet. 
They saw him make a gesture with his 
hand, and at a moment when the wind was 

* 

perfectly silent he raised his voice. 

" Holloa 1 " he cried, '* if you are Chris- 
tians, answer me : have you seen two horse- 
men traversing the forest, towards the town 
ofOrlan?" 

"The Commander Malol" murmured 
Eoland Montfort. " When he comes home, 
it is because there is some misfortune ready 
to knock at the doors of Treguern I " 

" We heard the galloping of two horses ; but 
we have not seen any-one," he added aloud. 

The horseman turned the head of his horse 
towards the Grand-Lande. 
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"Listen I*' exclaimed Roland, "they are 
very near now, and will overtake you. If you 
want help, speak, Malo de Treguern/* 

The spurs of the horseman touched the 
flank of his horse, which bounded forward and 
disappeared amidst the trees. They could 
hear his reply, nevertheless. He said : 

" I am going where Gbd will lead me, and 
1 require the help of no man.*' 

Before Roland and Mathurin had time to 
reach the open space, the dust of the road was 
raised in a cloud under the feet of two horses, 
which passed like arrows, and almost imme- 
diately were again lost in the gloom. 

For a few seconds after, the double gallop 
could be heard under the arch of the forest ; 
then all was silent, except the wind, which 
was raising its menacing voice louder every 
moment. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



mis CfiOiX-QUt-MAHCH£. 



After thiB incident, poor Bergeant Matharin 
no longer lived in the real world. He was in 
« fe^ery and the contents of his gonrd only 
served to heighten his terrors. 

That hwaeman ia the long doak^ planted 
in the centre of the cleaned spaoe^ had ap- 
j^earad to him 00 tall as an oak ; and his 
4ttxi^led ey ds had seen two trains of fire behind 
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the two other horsemen, whose headlong 
t^ourse had raised the dust of the road in 
t^louds. 

He was no longer reassured by the presence 
of Eoland ; on the contrary, it was not with- 
out terror that he watched the firm and de- 
liberate walk of his young companion. Since 
this Eoland Montfort remained so calm, it 
must be because he felt himself to be in his 
native element I And now that poor Mathurin 
thought of it he well remembered that he had 
observed something strange about him on the 
previous day, when he met him on the road 
from Paris. 

Perhaps Eoland himself was one of those 
departed spirits who come back again, and 
lure the living into their ghostly revels. 

Such things had been, and the suspicion 
which was creeping into his mind was not 
without reason, as Mathurin acknowledged 
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to himself with a shudder. And yet he fol- 
lowed Roland, followed hitn like a dog, keep- 
ing close at his heels, and not daring to lose 
sight of him for a moment. 

It is always thus. A mysterious chain, 
stronger than steel, harder than diamonds, 
attaches the living to the dead. 

Certainly, in the evening, an hour or two 
tefore, when he was sitting under the porch 
of the tavern, in the faubourg of Bedon, this 
Boland Montfort had a good and honest face, 
Mathurin could not deny that ; but that was 
far from setting his fears at rest, for he 
thought: why did he no longer allow his 
face to be seen ? 

The fact was that Eoland had not turned 
round once since passing the bridge of Saint 
Pern. He went straight on, without eret 
hesitating, just as though the sun had beea 
iBhining full upon the obstacles in the way* 

VOL. I. F 
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The sounds of the galloping horses bs.d ^eon 
lost Mopng tbo trees for some i4oments, when 
Boland stopped in the centre of the cross- 
roads, and leaned upon his walking-stiok. 

^^ I recognised the seminarist plain enough," 
he muttered, as though speaking to himself; 
^^ he followed the same path as the Commander 
Halo. The other took the road whioh leads 
to the manor4iouse of Treguem. Mathurin V- 

^^What is it?'' said the latter, who had 
stopped some yards off, and was also leaning 
upon his walking-stick. 

" Did your mother ever speak in her letters 
of Marianne^ the half-sister ?" 

^^I only hope I may see my old mother 
again in this world,'* gramhled Mathurin. 
8he spokei of a goo4 many things ; but my 
memory is not very Qlear just now, Monsieur 
Boland,'' he added. 

^^ Why do yon oaU me Monqieur Boland V* 
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demanded tke young sergeant, tomitig round 
in suvprlse. 

Mathurin saw the movement, and shut his 
•eyes, as though he were afraid of seeing the 
face of Medusa. 

" Not out of malice/' he replied, endeavour** 
ing to smile. " With regard to Marianne de 
Treguern, FilhoPs half-sister, there is a long 
story in which the name of Gabriel is still 
mixed up. What does that matter to us ? I 
would give everything 1 have in my knap* 
43ack with all my heart to be on the other 
«ide of the Grand-Lande, before Guillaume 
F6ru*s mill." 

" We shall arrive there,'' said the young 
fiergeant, recommencing his walk ; ^^ and you 
tan keep all you have in your knapsack, my 
dear Mathurin ; but betireen here and thei^ei 
I must learn some news.*^ 

'^Some ndws? And 6i wkom ti^ you 

¥ 2 
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inquire for it ? From here to Guillaume 
Fern's mill lies the Grand-Lande, and upon 
the Grand-Lande I don't know of a single 
human dwelling." 

"He, who will give me information, is 
probably no longer in a human dwelling," 
pronounced the young soldier, whose voice 
sank almost to a whisper, in spite of himself. 

Sergeant Mathurin had been thinking that 
it would be impossible for his terror to in- 
crease, but he was decieved ; his heart now 
sank within him, and his brain seemed to be 
in a whirl. 

" In the name of God I Monsieur Roland," 
stammered Mathurin, " don't tempt the secrets 
of the grave!" 

" You told me that Genevi&ve is a widow, 
and free,*' replied Roland, in a firm voice ; " I 
want to know if it is true." 

" Alas I" — ^b^gan the poor sergeant. 
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** I want to learn the truth from one who 
mnst be able to tell me," 

*' Listen, Eoland, my brother and friend," 
exclaimed Mathnrin, finding in his distress 
the courage to approach the young sergeant. 
" I see very well where you are going ; this 
is the road to the Pierres-Plant^es, and to the 
Croix-qui-Marche 1 Some misfortune always 
happens to those who go near those places !'* 

" It is by those places that I shall have to 
pass, however," returned Eoland. 

Mathurin endeavoured to turn him, using a 
tone of earnest supplication. 

" This is not the way to the village !" said 
he, with tears in his eyes; for at that mo- 
ment he was as weak as a child. ^^ Tell me 
if you are dead, Roland, and don't lead me to 
my ruin !'* 

A smile passed over the pale face of the 
young sergeant. 
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^^ I must go and sit upon the steps of the 

Croix-qui-Marche to-night," said he. 

« 
Mathuiin fell upon bis knees, and clasping^ 

his hands, exclaimed : 

** Boland, my brother, if you only want to 
be certain about the death of the last of the 
Treguems, don't go so far out of your way,, 
for, unfortunately, I can tell you all you want 
to know. Filhol de Treguem died at the 
manor-house more than a year ago/' 

" I don't believe you," said Eoland, 

A few hours before it would not have been 
wise to have spoken thus in the face of Ser- 
geant Mathurin : " I don't believe you ;" but 
at this moment he was anything but quick to 
take oflFence. 

" I don't believe you," repeated Bolandi f 
** and if the whole parish was to come and say 
what you tell me, I would still reply : it is 
impossible I Between Treguem and me these 
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ii^ an agreement, and Tregnem is the ton of fei 
Idng line of knigbtd: how oould he hate foru 
gotten his promise?" 

The joung soldief qnickened hils pade in 
0pite of himself, fitid he tras now agitated aa 
he spoke^ 

" Then," said Mathnrin, whose voice seemed 
to stick in his thtOat, ^* yoti think that thei 
dead ^xpectfe yot at the Pierred-Plant^es ?'* 

" I trust in God thdt he is not dead," te^ 
dponded Eolatiid, 

** Then," he added, seeing that Mathnrin 
dackened his pace : 

" Here is my road. This other path lead§ 
straight to the bdtrg of Orlad. I do not re- 
qnire you to go with me to the Croix-qai- 
Marche. Let us p£irt here." 

They had reached . the edge of the fcFre!sti| 
and the moor lay before them, illtiniined by 
that f antaiMic imd ehssngitig light which the 
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douds allawed to fall as they passed over. It 
was like an immense black carpet, from which 
several rocks of dazzling whiteness stood oat 
in bold relief here and there. As &x as the 
eye could reach nothing conld be seen but 
these white spots upon a black ground. 

There they stand, arranged in fantastic 
order. It is said that there is a fresh one 
every year placed there during the night o£ 
Good-Friday. Who could have planted these 
colossal stones which no human power could 
overturn ? 

The two paths pointed out by Eoland formed 
an acute angle. One of them mounted to- 
wards the top of the moor into the midst of 
the Pierre-Plant&s ; the other followed the 
plain, and led in the direction of the cultivated 
fields. 

Mathurin hesitated for some time. The 
idea of entering upon one of these roads 
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across the moor all alone gave him a fore- 
taste of horror. 

" Go on 1'* he muttered, in a trembling 
voice; "I will follow you. But may my 
ruin fall upon your head if I have not the 
means of confessing at my last hour I" 

During the next quarter of an hour they 
march ed on across the waste without exchang- 
ing a single word. Koland turned his burn- 
ing forehead to the wind. At intervals, drops 
of rain, as large as a florin, fell noisily around 
them ; but these were not enough to lay the 
dust upon the road. 

After a few minutes, the sky was almost en- 
tirely overcast ; but the crescent moon, which 
was sinking towards the horizon, still shone 
out, making the tops of the wet tufts of heath 
glisten like diamonds. 

There are white rocks scattered almost all 
over the Grand-Lande ; bat the name of the 

F 5 
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Pierrea-PIant6ie9 is more partioalarly appliect 
to a sort of enceinte of an oval shape, formed 
by two rows of concentric rocks, in the middle 
of which stands a table of granite, similar to- 
that which we have described under tibu^ 
name of the Pierre-des-Patens. Aronnd this 
enceinte the rocks shoot out in rows, so that 
if you were to look dawn upon, the whole of 
thja gigantic monmnent from some eminenccr 
—from a balloon for instance — you would find 
that it forma a stax with thirteen unequal 
branches. 

The Croix-qui-Marche is situated about a 
hundred yards £rom the mcetnUj, in a spot 
where the mooXy, Iqss sterile than, i»x other 
places, allows some bushes to grow. It i& 
much higher thau the (grosses which are ord*^ 
narily placed at cross-roads, and cut out of a 
solid block of g;ranitf ^ The appearance, of 
the half-effac^4 9cniptm;es,( with nhidb it ia. 



cdfe*^, gifeft abtin5aiit eviJeilCef tlkat it 
bdl^mgsf t6 ^ tiSTy Ahcietd date. Thede scnlp- 
ttnres, in feet, reprfe^tt not only Christisiti 
subjects, bttt iher6 dre also to be found! amon^ 
&6m thos^ fenfasHc cabalistic signs which 
1^ middles hgetf delighted in. On the riprlght 
pillar especially, there are horned monst6rii 
and k^^s 6f d€imoifi9. 

Il is ritised ti|ton th^e^ stepsf of s^nd-stone, 
afld ^utfOtiiideS by larg^ blocks 6f sktei, fixed 
idr the gtbtind. 

One day, on ti^hat occasion we cannot 
«iidertak» to say, the good knight, fanneguy 
de Treguem, pnrstitd by Jt db^en Englishmen;, 
Md co^J^Wsly Idslng' blood, had sunk dotm 
tipotl the stejis of the cr6's3« The cross then 
gCood at some Kttle distance from its pfesent 
position, and a square hole, fdrmed by its 
bttEl^, mtity stSn he seen. 
"- Hfbtjot the EtKglisthmciti came tip andf madt^ 
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their appearance among the rocks, Tregnen^ 
caught up his sword and endeavoured to rise } 
but he had no power to do so, for the steps> 
of the cross were bathed with his blood. 

He then cried out : " Holy cross, give me 
back my blood, that I may die standing, like^ 
a true knight, or come to my aid I" 

Immediately the cross, rudely pushing- 
aside the good Knight Tanneguy de Treguem 
began to move ; and when the heretic English- 
men saw this miracle, they crowded up close 
to each other in their terror, so that, dozen 
that they were, they did not occupy mor& 
space than the lower step of the cross. 

The cross came close to them, and rais^g 
itself from the ground and grinding them to 
atoms, formed a tomb-stone over them with 
its large base. 

Thus they ac count for the name the Croix-> 
qui-Marche, but the story is often told other«^ 
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wise, and there are at least fifty legends upon 
the subject 

Boland entered the enceinte of the Fierres- 
Flant^es, and paused at the foot of the cross*. 

" It was here," said he, to himself, ** that 
Filhol Treguem and I came once at the hour 
of midnight ; it was here that each of us said 
upon oath : ^ If I die first I will come back to 
tell you w bat there is beyond the graved 

The knees of Mathurin knocked together^ 
and it seemed to him as though the earth was 
about to open. 

^* We were sitting upon the steps of the. 
cross/' continued Eoland. ^^ I will go and 
sit upon the steps of the cross now/' 

As he spoke, he did so. 

Mathurin no longer had a drop of blood in 
bis veins. 

" Filhol I" pronounced Boland, in a voice^ 
which trembled, not with fear, but with 
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emotion, ^^ if yon are dead, remember jawf 
promise !" 

A didtinot roice was raised in the silence of 
the night which replied : 

^4 am dead, and I remember.** 

Matburin ottered a cry of agony, and fell 
with his faoe to the ground. He no longei^ 
had the power to more* Roland rose from 
his seat at onee, breathing hard, and cast an 
eager glance among the bashes wliich sur- 
roanded the cross^ 

The scarlet tint of fever was upon his brtrw, 
and idle audacity of ferer was in his heart. 

He eouid see nothmg — not a breath ctf 
wind was morimg among the bushes, and n6t 
a living object was visible in the black 
depths of the kealdi, 

** Where are you T^ demanded Roland. 

^^ In the air wbkh you are breathing,'* re- 
plied the voieeb 
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** Can yoa not appear to me ?*' 

There was a silence, and a flash of light- 
ning passed across the sky, rending asunder 
the clonds in the west. When the voice again 
responded, it seemed to be at a distance, and 
as the wind was howling fiiriouslj, it was 
with difficulty that Eoland caught the mean- 
ing of the words. 

The voice said : 

^^ W hen you are alone, and the moon has 
descended below the spire of Orlan, I will 
meet you at the Pierre-des-Paiens. 
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CHAPTER V. 



THE APPARITION. 



EOLAND continued to listen, but his ear 
caught no further sound. Only he thought 
he could see in the distance an undefined 
form gliding across the moor, as though it 
was borne along by the wind. 

Then he wiped the perspiration from his 
forehead and rested his hand upon his heart, 
which was beating wildly. In a few seconds 
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nature regained the upper hand ; tears rolled 
down his cheeks, and the feverish excitement 
which had supported him till now gave place 
to profound sorrow. 

Filhol de Treguem was dead I Filhol, 
whom he loved as others love their parents 
and their brothers and sisters. He, fioland, 
had no relation but one sister, who had 
married long since, and was now a widow; 
his true relation was Filhol — his friend and 
brother. Once that sentiment which is 
within the heart of all young men had led 
fioland into the paradise of first love. Eoland 
had set up an idolatrous altar within his 
h eart, and as Boland had a warm and earnest 
heart, his first love had been a religion. 

This fair Genevieve was so wondrously 
beautiful, more beautiful in his eyes than the 
image of the Virgin smiling upon the infant 
Jesus amidst flowers, in the parish church of 
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Orlan ; and since his absence frota home hi 
enohanting dreams h^ pictured her to his 
mind more lovety than ever. 

She was so pure, so good, and he who had 
the good fortune to become her husband mtist 
enjoy the delights of heaven upon darth ! 

Wfell^ Genevi&ve, the light haired beautiful 
Genevieve, his first and only love, she wha 
had the first fruits of his heart, and who was 
his only hope in life^ had been relinquished 
by Boland, without a murmur^ because hiis 
rival was Filhol de Ti'eguern. He had nok 
hesitated a moment* The thought had nevet 
even entered his head that he oould do others 
wise than give to Filhol seven y^ars of liberty^ 
at the time that he sacrificed for him the hap^* 
piness of his whole life* 

And now Filhol de Tr^uetn was dead^ dead 
at the age of twenty-two, leaving Genevieve 
a widoW) to watch ovel- a poor little cradle^ 
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Boland had not leanied all that he oould 
haye wished, hut he was hound to believe at 
last^ and his chest heaved as though it woi^d 
btkrsU 

And yet there wad a light^ a dazaling light 
dawning upon him amidBt his tears, while a 
voice, like that of some tempter, repeated in 
his ear : 

** A widow and free 1" 

The image of Genevifeve hovered hefoi^ his 
eyes, smiling upon him under her crown 6f 
golden hair. 

He felt horrified at himself; a strange gid- 
diness seized him, and he felt a sort of wild 
joy as he thought that he was going mad. 

*' Holloa I Mathurin ! " he shouted, after * 
&w moments, shaking his wet locks ; for the 
storm had burst forth at last, and the cloudil 
were pouring down their torrents ^rainupon 
the moon 
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Mathurin lay stretched upon the ground like 
a dead person, and half swimming in mud. 
Roland raised him with difficulty, and the poor 
fellow opened his eyes. He had not the 
slightest consciousness of what was going on, 
only, as he saw the pale and worn face of his 
companion as the flashes of lightning fell 
upon it, he began to tremble instinctively. 

"Where are we?" he murmured stupidly. 

"On our way to the village," returned 
Roland, with a bitter smile, " and it will be a 
joyful moment when we reach the village." 

"Yes," stammered Mathurin, coming to 
himself a little and beginning to feel his wet 
clothes cold ; " it will be a happy moment. 
But what are we doing in this place ?" 

Eoland did not give him time to look about 
him. 

" Give me the gourd," said he. 

Mathurin complied with his request, and 
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Boland weighed the gourd in his hand in 
order to judge how much it contained; then 
he returned it to Mathurin, saying : 

" You may drink." 

The gourd was a large one, and the previous 
pulls which the sergeant had taken at it had 
left it barely three parts full. Mathurin 
drank, and every time that- he left off £oland 
said: ^^ Again, again," until the gom*d was 
half emptied. 

Eolaud then took it, and drank only one 
draught ; but when he gave it back to Ma- 
thurin, the gourd was empty. 

^^ Oh I oh I" exclaimed Mathurin, who, tak- 
ing this last libation immediately after his 
swoon, was nearly intoxicated ; ^^ you took a 
good mouthful, brother Boland I" 

Eoland brandished his stick above his head ; 
bis brain seemed on fire. 
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" Do Jon feel how fresh this shower fidU 
upon the forehead ?" he exolaimed* ^^ Oome 
along, come, en route I those whom we love 
are waiting for us 1'* 

" En rout0j^ repeated Mathnrin. 

♦* Let us have a song !" added Roland, *^ so 
that they may hear us coming from a distance, 
and that they may not say that soldiers like 
ns are afraid of thunder/* 

Mathurin was not in a state to observe the 
deep sadness which was mingled with this 
sudden gaiety of the young sergeant ; he had 
caught the infection, and bursting off, shouted 
forth with all the power of his lungs the pro- 
vincial SODg I — 
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Plein ma Beille, pleine mon siaa^ 

Jeaa, pia pafiv' YieUle| 
Digae, digue, digue digue don : 
J'n'ai point dTeau, j'%^ 4u bon ddre dQQ?* 

Plain mon siau, plein ma seille I'^ 
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^* Come^ Roland," he added, ** oat with it, 
my man — out with it I" 



*' En oampagi|9, (xmm^ ^ U, Cfmh 
Faut toat d'meme mi p'^ bri^ d'^mpDr, 

Jean, 7«ii^rt|i bpire F 
Manon, qnand ji» Ini pven^B I'meafcQii, 
Devient brMant oonmiA mi iipQii | 

V la tonte rhistoire !" 



The road along which th^y were marching 
against the driving rain was changed into ^ 
torrent ; but Eoland ptrod^ on faster and 
faster* and they werQ soon far awa,y from the 
Crpi^-flui^Marpfee and the Pierres-Plwt^es. 

Boland was stiU walkipg with hii^ hei^d 
bare, and his forehead smoking updor th^ 
pelting rain ; W he S»ng like 9 madman, 
^d even Mathuri^ hardly gaye sp mufih yaioe 
tp the refrain ap he did. 

'' Hallo I ho I" shouted the latter, tp pee if 
anyone ypQU the mopif would respond with 
the second verWf But <bere weiS i^obody 
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•abroad on that terrible night, and Mathnrin 
<^ontinaed : — 



tf 



" Half aprte oeU, font oeoi, 
Louisetie est ben gentille aun : 

Jean, Tenx-tn boire P 
L'ohien d' son p^ y fasait hoahon 1 
Pany* bdto ' r j ai tarda rooa : 

y la tonte rhistoixe !" 



^^ Filhol used to sing that, to amuse the 
girls in the evenings, when we were both 
lads," thought Roland. 

" If you had not swallowed it all at once, 
observed Mathurin ; '* we might have tossed 
off a draught every time we say, ' Jean, veux^ 
tu boire ¥ That is the usual thing when you 
sing this song 

" And Genevieve used to run off blushing, 
thought Roland, still musing ; *^ and then to 
make her come back, I was obliged to siog 
«ome other song." 

** Come, out with it, give it voice I" cried 
Mathurin. ^^ Tou are letting me *go on all 
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myself. Here is the rain coming faster and 
faster, and the thunder is keeping it com- 
pany. Have you caught cold, friend Roland?*' 
** Sing a^ay 1" responded the latter. 

" G'te venve qui oheTohe xin autre ^oii8e« 
M'a dit oomme 9a : Yiens fen dhenx nooa. 

Jean, venx-tn boire P 
Je n'stuB pas rich, maiB i'mamnB* ben, 
J* aim 'tant Tglktian qui j' n'aim' pas 1' pain : 

y la tonte Vhistoixe ! 

As they finished the last couplet of the 
Bong, they saw the large sails of Guillaume 
Fern's mill, which were being whirled round 
by the wind with wild rapidity. The moor 
being passed, Mathurin was brave again, and 
he turned by himself into the road, which led 
to his mother's house. 

Eoland descended towards the mill alone. 

At the moment when he knocked at the 
door, the tall and rigid figure of Douairi^re 
le Birec was interposed between him and the 
light which was glimmering from the windo w« 

VOL. !• a 
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*^ GU>Qd Bight, Boland Moatfort," she said, 
^' you come back singing, and you come in 
good time. You. were not at the funeral ; 
but you will be at the christening ?" 

Boland made no |[reply, but stood dumb- 
founded. 

He asked himself what could bring that 
old woman there in this heavy storm, at such 
an hour of the night ; and he thought (for, 
notwithstanding his intrepid couragte, there 
was a comer in his heart that was open to 
superstition), he thought thai this meeting 
was an evil omen. 

The first person he had met on commg 
near his home was the seminarist Gabriel, 
tbat aeci?et enemy;; the second was Douairiere 
lie Brec, whose hitter and implacable hatred 
VBUL Bi mystery to^ nobody. 

What, did she mean by funeral aad cfaisten- 
lag ? 
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" You are wasting your time, Roland 
Montfort/* continued Douairidre le Brec, "if 
you want to enter that dwelling. There are 
things going on inside that you must not see. 
Take my advice, go on your way to him who 
is expecting you/' 

" He who is expecting me I^' repeated the 
young sergeant 

The face of the old woman had a peculiar 
mocking smile upon it. 

" The bushes rouaid the Croix-qui-Marche 
have ears," she muttered, *^ If the dead have 
any time to spare, Filhal de Treguern' has 
owed you something ever since the hour of 
his death.'* 

Eoland regarded her qait& bewildered 
and, mingled with' his astoftishment, there was 
a kind of fear. 

At that moment, in the midst of die uproar 
caused by the mill, a cry cf * pain was heard 

m9 
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which seemed to come from the interior. 
Boland had already taken one step wiih the 
purpose of going away ; he now return ed. 

That cry had struck him to the heart. 

" Now,** said he resolutely, " what is going 
on here that I must not know? '' 

The old woman's smile became more bitter 
than before. 

^' I thought this storm was going to last," 
she said, instead of answering the question, 
*' but the sky is already getting lighter over 
there in the west. Our Genevieve will not 
require an umbrella to go back to the manor- 
house.*' 

" G^enevifeve 1 " said Boland Montfort, 
who was now gazing with eager eyes at the 
feeble light which was shining through the 
panes of the mill, ^^ what did you say about 
Grenevi^ve ?" 

The voice of Douairi^re le Breo took a tone 
of cruel triumph* 
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** Ton know well enough that Guillaume 
F^ru is one of the richest persons in the parish. 
How could he have got all his money from his 
mill. Have you never heard groans similar 
to these before, on passing by his door ?'* 

Boland clasped his forehead with his hand. 

" Fanchette, the miller's wife, is a mid- 
wife 1" he said. 

'* At last 1" exclaimed Douairifere le Brec, 
** you were a long time guessing." 

"And Genevifeve is there," continued the 
young sergeant, his heart beating joyfully in 
his bosom ; " Filhol is not entirely dead ; an 
infant is about to be bom " 

"An infant is being bom 1'' repeated the 
old woman. " Eleven months have rolled 
away since I heard mass at his burial.'' 

" Then you lie, woman ! " exclaimed Eo- 
land, pale with rage. 

Douairiire le Brec had told him a few 
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minutes before that he should not cross the 
threshold of the mill, aod so saying had. 
placed herself b^»'e the door, her thick white 
staff in her hand^ as though she meant to de- 
fend the passage by force ; but now she Htp- 
peared to alter her mind, 

^^You are different from other people, 
Boland Montfort," she said sarcastically,, 
^^ you belong to the family, and you may know 
that of which strangers ought to be ignorant. 
In this poor dwelling there is another woman 
besides the beautiful Genevieve. Enter if you 
will, Eoland Montfort, I shall not prevent 
you. Enter, and you will see how the house 
of Treguern occupies the nights of Fanchette 
the midwife." 

She moved away to allow the yoiuig 
sergeant to pass. The last squalls of the 
tempest, abrupt and capricious, made tha 
braces of the mill crack. 
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Boland 'heditatedi and then made a step 
towards the door. At the motnent he was 
about to place his hand upon the latch, a 
weak and broken voice distinKstlj pronounced 
these words : 

*' Holy Virgin! ohl holy Virgin! have 

pity on me.*' 

Roland paused, as though strack by a 
thunder-bolt. 

The voice said again, 

^^Oh, Lord God, take my life and let my 
poor child live." 

" Well," said Douairi^re le Brec, " what 
is liie matter with you ?" 

Roland Montfort placed his hands before 
his leyes ; then he staggered away with his 
head bowed down, without replying. 

Ab he desceisded the path which led to the 
PSecre^des-Faieiis, be could hear the old 
weoum repeaidng mtk h^ shrill laugh: 
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** You were not at the foneral : you will be 
at the christening." 

" Genevieve I Genevieve 1" thought Bolandr 
feeling his heart ready to burst. 

Was he come back to lose all his illusions^ 
all his dreams of love ? to find the grave of 
Treguem in his way, and to hear the first, 
voice which greeted him on his arrival speak 
of the dishonour of Genevifeve. 

While Roland slowly descended the road, 
absorbed in his bitter meditations, the 
wind had swept away the last clouds; the- 
rain was still dropping from the foliage on 
the sides of the way, but the deep blue sky 
was glittering with thousands of stars, which 
had that diamond brilliancy which they 
exhibit after a tempest, when the moon is. 
below the horizon. When Boland arrived 
before the Fierre-des-Faiens, the sky, cleared 
and purified by the agitation which the atmos^ 
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phere had undergone, displayed to the world 
its wondrous magnificence; the soaked moor 
threw out into the night air its thousand per- 
fumes, and the only sound that could be heard 
was the gurgling of the little torrents left by 
the tempest upon the stony waste. 

Eoland was not the first to reach the 
rendezvous. He recognized Filhol de Tre- 
guern in the distance, standing among the 
fiirze bushes, with his elbows resting upon 
the table of stone. 

Treguem had not that appearance which 
is attributed to those who return from the 
other world. It was true that it was too 
dark for Eoland to distinguish his features, 
but his figure retained that youthful grace 
which had distinguished it formerly, and his 
dusters of light hair fell round his neck, as 
he leaned in a careless attitude, resting his 
forehead upon his hand. 

F 5 
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The emotion of the young sergeant was at 
its height. Ferha])8 he oonld better have 
8 upported the sight of one of those ghastly 
apparitions which strike tbe imagination even 
more than the heart — a tall, pale form, cl6thed 
in the garments of death. 

But on the contarary he saw Filhol just as^ 
he had left him on his departure. 

That which the night concealed may have 
been horrible, but that which the night 
allowed to be seen was all youth and grace. 

The idea of death vanished from Boland'a 
mind; all notion of the past time departed 
also. He asked himself if he had not had a 
cruel dream, and if it was not tbe day before 
that he bad embraced his brother Filhol for 
the last time. 

He expemenced that joy which persons 
feel when they awake from isonuie terrible 
nightmare, and thrust it feom them. Ho 



sprang forward, carried away by his first im- 
pulse, and dashed among the brambles, impa- 
tient to press Tieguem to his heart. 

*' Stop there I" said the apparition, making 
at the same time a gesture with his hand. 

Roland stopped short. Treguern stood 
Upri^li't, with his arm extended in an attitude 
of command, and Roland shivered to the 
marrow of his bones, as his regard, accus- 
tomed to the obscurity, vaguely distinguished 
under the fair hair of his brollher a confused 
something that was no longer a face. 

The poignant trulJh too^ possession of him 
anew. 

*' Do you suflFer, Filhol, my brother ?'* he 
inqtiired, mih tears in his eyes. 

** Yes," responded Treguern, ^ I suffer.'* 

'**l*come back as poor as I went away,** 
€Xt\eiimed. the young sergeant, ^^ and I have 
bat one arm now ; bat if this arm can st£A 
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work, 70a shall have masses and prayers, my 
poor FUhol I" 

The apparition again rested his head 
upon his hand and Eoland had no reply. 

**Have you any commands to give me ?*^ 
said he, after a silence. ^^ Living or dead 
Treguem is my master and he shall ba 
obeyed/' 

The apparition made a doubtfiil shake of 
the head, and the young sergeant thought he 
heard him murmur : 

" Perhaps," 

There was a momentary silence ; then the 
spectre continued, in a slow voice which was 
ttxU of sadness, 

" You can call to mind, Boland, the day 
which preceded your departure: we both 
went into the Church of Orlan ; there we 
knelt down and prayed before the grand 
tomb-stone of Tanneguy,^^ which speaks sa 
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much for the power of my ancestors. And 
we went thus from tomb to tomb ; at every 
one which had the name of Treguem in- 
scribed upon it, we kneeled down and prayed/^ 

" I remember it/' said Eoland. 

" I said to you/' pursued Filhol *' (for it 
almost broke my heart to see the degradation 
of my race), I said to you, as we passed from 
one sepulchre to the other, which gradually 
became smaller and poorer as we went on : 
^ It is like a flight of stairs, the first step of 
which, formed of marble, supports the columna 
of the portico, while the last, trodden down 
by all who pass, disappears in the mire.' I 
spoke those words as I looked upon my 
father s grave, upon which we had been able 
to plant only a poor wooden cross. Do you 
recollect, Bolard ?" 

^^ I remember^ said the young sergeant^ 
again. 
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•' Well/* contitiaed the app^titioti^ mth hia 
head bowed down upon his bosom, ** below 
tiiat last mutilated and mtiddy step, there iB 
now another degtifte. After the poor grade of 
my father, thetie is one still poorer, and that 
i6 mine !'* 

^^ Upon my soul, Filhol^" exclaimed Itoland, 
sobbing, ^4f I have to beg along the roads, 
you shall have a marble slab Worthy of your 
birth<^^a slab with yvnr name, your title, and 
your escutoheon upon it 1" 

Filhol shook bis head« 

Roland fancied he could see something like 
a smile beneath the fair curls which fell around 
his visage. When Filhol spoke again his 
voice was changed. 

** What is wanted/' said he, in a short and 
imperious tone, ^^is not a tombstone for 
Tregnera deafd, bfrt a ^lace for Treguem 
living I" 
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** Living t Treguem !" repeated lU)land, 
ever ready to hope. 

^^ Time tpasseS)" interrupted the spectre, 

^^and the moments are strictly counted* I 

am going to interrogate you, answer me: 

What hare you seen io-night upoQ the road 

from Eedon ?' 

^^ Three men on hotrseback/'replied Roland. 

"Who were they r 

"Your new friend, Filhol, that Al^be 
Gabriel-——" 

^^ Go on I'' said the apparition ; " he could 
not fail to come." 

" Y^mr undo, the Commander Malo— — " 

'' Pass on I He is a bird who never leaves 
his nest, except during the tempest, it is said« 
And the third r 

"A «trang«r.'* 

** An Englishman r 
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" I think 80," 

A long sigh escaped from the breast of 
Treguern. Was it one of suffering, or joy? 
Roland would not have been able to telL 

The spectre continued : 

*' Tou passed by Guillaume F6ru's mill j 
did you see anything T* 

" I saw a light burning from one of the 
windows, and Douairidre le Brec standing 
outside." 

At that name the apparition shuddered. 

*' The day is coming," he murmured^ 
** when everyone will be recompensed ac- 
cording to his works. This night a woman 
of the name of Treguern has brought into 
the world the fruit of shame. May her 
seducer be cursed I" 

** Say one word," cried Eoland, " and he 
who has dishonoured Genevi&ve — " 
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" I do not speak of Genevifeve,*' interrupted 
the spectre, in an unmoved voice ; ^^ I speak 
of mj sister Marianne/' 

Eoland then thought of the ambiguous 
words of Douairi&re le Brec : *' There is 
another woman besides Genevieve in Guil- 
laume F6ru's mill/' But could Filhol be 
ignorant of that which concerned his own 
widow ? Do not the dead know every- 
thing ? 

Filhol was not ignorant of the event. 

*' That poor grave which comes after that 
of my father," he continued, " my own grave 
was digged nearly a year ago. And yet, 
as you have been told, Genevieve, my wife, 
has this night been brought to bed of a son. 
Do not interrupt me, time presses. The child 
is a Treguern, and it is in him that the name of 
Treguem will rise once more. You will be his 
God-father^ and to-morrow you will take him 



138 insmcR deaid. 

to he baptized, in «pite of the ckumours of the 
people of Idle panBh. You will name hhn 
Tanneguy, as my father -was named, and ae^ 
all my aBcestors ivere named before him. 
After the baptism, the <4iild will have no 
farther need of you. Someovie will watch 
over him and his mother. And now adieft,. 
my brother Soland !" 

The narme of Genevieve was upon the lip» 
of the young sergeant ; perhaps he was going 
to ask some other questioii, when there was a 
slight noise behind him. He turaed sharply 
round, and saw the tall and erect form of 
Douairit^re le Brec standing in the middle of 
the path. 

'* What did I tell you, Roland Montfort?" 
said she, with a chuckle ; " You were not 

at the faneral, but you will be at lie christen- 

• if 
mg. 

Boland turned bis regard towtu'dfl the 
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Pierrc-des-Paiens again ; but the spectre of 
Filhol was no longer there. 

But he heard, close to him, among the 
bushes, a low murmur, which said again : 

'' Adieu, brother 1" 

Then these words reached him in confused 

sounds : 

" Do not approach the manor-house ot 

Treguem to-night I" 
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CHAPTER VL 



BONME PEB80NNE MARION. 



** Don't you suppose that a storm like tliis^ 
will fill the buck-wheat!" said father Michelau^ 
gravely. "Oh! damn! no!** 

" The longer we go on," replied Vincent 
F^u, the brother of the miller Ouillaume 
Fdru, " the more difficult it is becoming to 
get a crop off the land. My father saw the 
time when the com would grow up of itself,. 
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without the soil being manured a foot and a 
half deeper than the furrows. That's as true 
^8 I am here I" 

^^And my gandfather/' added the lad 
Mathelin, ^^ Las seen apples in the orchard at 
Gh&teau le Brec as large as a skittle ball, and 
redder than Toinette Mar^chal's cheeks?'* 

This compliment did not contribute to 
make the cheeks of the little Toinette any 
paler, and they must have been fine apples 
indeed which could have rivalled the scarlet 
of her face. 

They were all, lads and lasses, sitting round 
a table, keeping the fHe of mi-aoiit^ in the 
house of honnt personne^ Marion L^cuyer, 
mistress of the Treguern Farm. The Tre- 
guern Farm was so called by souvenir only, 
£Dr although it adjoined the manor, it had 
long since changed masters. 

The kitchen of the fistrmhouse was large ; 
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three steps cat. out of the soil and supported 
by wooden stakes driven iato the ground 
separated it from the stable, ia. which two 
fine cows were lying upon their beds of clean 
straw, not far from some pigs who lay lamly 
grauting and snoring with their long, hacks 
curled up into a half circle. ITpon the table 
there was a large tureen of gigoudame^ or 
wheat soup, a dish of which backward Paris 
is still ignorant ; and here and thece stood 
large bellied, jugs crowned with froth. 



Bonne personne^ Marion L6cuyer^ (wa/^ de 
quoiy as they said in the bourg of Orlan^. and 
was very well able to offer a feast to her 
frieaida and neighboum who. had assembled 
there for the evenings 

The large, and. deep jugS: wese rapidly fiUlad 
and emptied, for gigoudaine induces: thirsty 
and it would not take much to choke a 
lobust man,. 
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As they Wked of the tempest, which for the 
second, tiocie was pouring down, torrents of 
rain outside, old Michdan, Vincent F6ru, 
Pelo, the basket mak^, little Mathelin, and 
the others cast: stolen glances from time to 
time towards the fire-place ; under the wide 
mantler-shelf sat a person of whom we. have 
not yet spoken. He was a soldier, and his 
uniform, soaked, with t2he rain, smoked as he 
sat with his hack tumed^ towards the com- 
pany, resting his face upoa his hand. 

The room was lighted only by a taper 
stuck betweedn a split stick which was 
fast^oied to one^ o£ the; beams^; the fire was 
going out and no longer gsu?e any light, so 
that the face of the stoanger could< not be 
seen^ and the good people who' were passing 
the evening* with Marion Lecuyer lost: tiimr 
jMiins in tryiag to dist^^iguish his^ featuves^. 

He had entered a quarter* of an. hoar 
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before, and had taken his place, without 
speaking a word, upon an empty stool in 
the chimney comer. 

Although Breton hospitality really allows 
a person to introduce himself in this manner, 
it is nevertheless the custom to say on enter- 
ing : Salut h tretovs^ bonsoir la maisorm&e^ 
or some other polite greeting. 

The soldier — the hlea^ as the guests of 
honne personne^ L^cuyer, already called him, 
had dispensed with this simple form. From 
the moment he crossed the threshold, he had 
kept his head bent down upon his left hand, 
absorbed in his reflections, and at intervals 
heaving deep sighs. 

At the moment of his arrival they were 
loudly chattering around the tureen of gigow^ 
daine ; there was upon the carpet a subject 
of conversation interesting in the highest de- 
.gree, and fiill of mystery. It was concerning 
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the young widow and the two orphans who 
occupied the manor-house of Treguern, 
living, God knew how, and going, God 
knew where; the strange decline of the 
great race of Treguern, to whom the 
whole country still paid involuntary respect ; 
the thousand rumours which were abroad 
respecting the premature death of Filhol, 
and respecting his sister, Marianne, and his 
widow, Genevieve, the conduct of whom was 
so inexplicable. 

G^nevidve, that angel of sweetness and 
beauty ; Genevieve who, before the death of 
her husband,^ had been regarded as a saint, 
and who now — 

The entrance of the bleu had closed every 
mouth. 

Britany was at peace, but the souvenir of 
the Chouan wars was still too fresh within 
the mind of the people for them not to feel 

VOL. !• H 
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Ml iiidtiil6tiVe distrtifit 6f ev6ry tfiah wearing 
k French tmiform. It Was therdfcte o&t 
lu^coant of the soldier that they ^rete talking 
6f th^ rain and of fine weather. 

**As for that/' coiitinued old Michelan, 
drawing the cork from the cow's horn whieh 
aeryed him for a snaff-b6^, *^ I have seen a 
good many tnbfulls pass through my press, 
and the biggest iipples don't always make 
the best cider/ 

Vincent F&ru added, didactioally : 

** They Ought to be moderatdy large, not 
too big not too little^ But as for out* neigh- 
bonr Marion's diler, lien is always of good 
flavour I'' 

*' Oh I thaft'S title,*' chimed in the chotus, 
as all the thirsty lips sought moisture froth 
thfeitmttgs. ' 

Of all the tbpktdi yMth W6re &ced tipoti 
the bl&ck Mid tviity htdr <of Ufae M>ldidt>, t&«t 
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of Marion L^uyer was the most obstinately 
carious. Once already^ in fulfilment of her 
-duty as hostess, she had asked the soldier if 
he would have a basin of warm gigoudaine<^ 
but the soldier had answered ** No " without 
tuming- round. When she heard the sound 
of that Toice, honn6 persorme Marion would 
have giyen a fifteen sous piece to have had 
a good look at the face of the stranger. 

^^My good manP' said she, addressing 
him for the second time, ^^ if you crossed the 
moor under that first storm, it is my 
opinion that you require something to warm 
your heart. Get up and place yourself »t 
the table.*' 

The soldiCT did not move, and the company 
exchanged significant looks. 

*^ He is asleep," said little Toinette. 

Marion LScuyer was a woman of nearly 
thirty years. Her honest and good humoured 

H 2 
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face had that benevolent expression which is 
the great charm of the Breton matrons ; but 
those women work hard, as Father Michelan 
had saidy and work makes a woman look old. 
Marion L^cayer, a. widow for some time past, 
was no longer a young woman; she had 
attained the grade of bonne personne^ which 
is something like a brevet of virility accorded 
to the mistresses of large farms, who remain 
single and have no husband to look after the 
ploughmen and other farm labourers. 

Woman of rank and importance that she 
yifBAybonne personne Marion threw upon the un* 
known a timid regard, and became thoughtf ah 

Michelan poured out npon the back of his 
hand a little heap of the impalpable powder 
which the Breton peasants take in defraud of 
the excise, slowly shook his head, and inhaled 
the yellow dust which brought tears into his 
eyes. 
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^^ At times wLen I have been poacLing in 
the woods/' he muttered, " I have seen more 
than one hare which never budged at the 
report, run off between my legs when I had 
thrown my gun across my shoulder." 

** You think he acts in the same way?* 
risked some timid voice. 

Michelan replaced the horn in his pocket, 
and took up the mug, as he said in a loud and 
intelligible voice: 

^^ For all that my lads, such storms will not 
ripen the buck-wheat. Oh 1 the deuce take 
it I nor 

While everybody was admiring the old 
man's prudence, Marion L^cuyer, the mistress 
of the house, took the taper and rose from her 
seat. She then went to the hearth and began 
to examine her guest more closely, not an easy 
matter, for the hand of the soldier extended 
like a mask from his forehead to his mouth. 
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Marion went back and said with a sigh of 
regret: 

^^ He is not who I thought he was ; he has^ 
but one arm. 

" He has but one arm ?" repeated the circle^ 
in astonishment. 

^^ And yon may speak without fear,*' added 
honne personiw^ ^for he is sleeping like a 
top." 

"WelV^ exclaimed young Mathelin, **I 
was saying that Douairi^re le Brec, as I was 
leaving the house just at dusk, was going off 
with her white stick to wander about libe^ 
moor. It is a good night for a witch's i^evel 
«nre; and only last night I heard talking 
ftlmost till morning, in the Tour de Ker-^ 

TOZ. 

^^ Perhaps it was the Commander Malo 
chanting the litany ?" said Vincent F^u. 
^^When the Gammander Malo is at die* 
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tower^ jou can 9ee the light of his l^^mp 
through the loop-holes on the fii^st floor. I 
know what is going on there, for it was I who 
8top|)ied up the holes with wet dif t It ifi 
moire than a month that the Gommaodei^ 
Malo has not been to the tower/' 

^^He will be there tp-night,'' interrupted 
Pelo, the basket^maker. ^^In crossing the 
grove of ehestnut-trees, I heard his brokear 
winded horse neighing and ooughing in the 
brake/' 

^^ He has been searching for the broken 
stone r^ pronounced Marion lAmjer, 
gravely. 

^Do yon believe in that^ Marion?^' in- 
quired Vincent F^ru, who was at times of a 
sceptical turn of mind. 

^ Do I bdieve in the Tregneorn prophecy I'^ 
exckimed the oustress of the farm, her tran* 
quil £i.ce becoming animated. ^And why 
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should I not believe it, since my father and^ 
my grandfather believed it before me ? Every 
Christian who goes to high mass on Smidays. 
may see that one of the corners of the tomb- 
stone of Tannegny is missing. It has been 
so for hundreds of years ; and ever since it 
has been so, the Treguems have been always 
going down in the world — always ; the 
prophecy foretold it. And before the^ 
Treguems can regain what they have lost,, 
they must find the angle of the stone whicL 
is missing from Tanneguy's tomb." 

" From the time they have been seeking — '' 
began Vincent. 

But the women were already making the 
sign of the cross in secret, and old Michelan. 
said; 

" The Treguems don't belong to the world 
like others. There is another prophecy 
which says, ^Before they can resuscitate, a; 
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Tregaem must die three times/ Those who 
are young will see a great many strange 
things, perhaps/' 

" Not so many as those who are old have 
seen," interrupted Marion Uoujer, crossing 
her arms before her on the table ; ** we live a 
long time before we die, F6ru, and yet death 
never fails to come to us all ; we must seek 
long before we can find. When my mother 
was a young girl, the house we are in at this 
moment still belonged to Treguem, and you 
well know that he was a good master. The 
Le Brecs de Kervoz were then just commenc- 
ing to make a fortune ; and as the Le Brecs 
rose, the Treguems went down. My mother 
told me that the Count's three younger 
brothers once met the five sons of Le Brec 
in the field of Margerie, and there was a 
battle ; for these two races hated each other by 
instinct, as brave watch-dogs detest the mur- 

H 5 
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derons and tiiievkh wolyes. Four out of the 
five Le Brecs w^re left iq)on the grass; a 
Tregnem was always equal to two meiu 
Fran^oise le Brec, who is aow called the 
Douairiire, dipped the oomer of hear craped 
Teil into the blood. The bishop of YaiiQea 
came to the village to reooncile Le Brec and 
Tregnem, who kissed each oiher three times 
upon the steps of the altar^ and after that tha 
eldest daughter of Kervoz married the Count 
Tanneguy; but FamQoise le Brec would 
nerer cross the threshold of the manor-house.. 
From that time, they aay^} ahe has been going 
to the Fierres-Plant^ ; and some people 
think thart the false priest £-om Lorraine, who 
performed the mass art the Groox^qui-Marche, 
.taught her how to^ast a fipell over people. 
The three jonng TrBgnenwi, who had drawn 
their swocds in the Md ^ef Margerie, died 
.during the yeaj: whkh.&Uow^d liie jnaniage ;. 
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and Marianne^ Ihe half-«]fiter of poor FiUiel| 
oame into the world on the aame day on 
4rhicb tlue last of the thcipe pasBod ouft of it^ 

There was breathless attention around tiie 
ftojde^ and the caps n^vr remained ontovehed. 
The yonng girk and the young* feUows sat 
with tbeir eyes wide open and their heads 
jj^ent leagerly forward; tiiis story of the 
Trieguem family wias known more or less to 
hUl thoae who wese spending the evening with 
Marion L^iiyer ; but i^ these young people 
.Uiiral^g for the marveUous, tiie history of the 
'Tnegiaeniiis was more marvellous than all the 
le@wds they had ever heard. It was in ram 
fkh»t tbey heard it tdd over and over again, 
^r they ootild n^ver hnow all. It was like an 
jaie^Jxau^lalde tmine at the bottom of which 
^Bome sew mystery was always turning up. 

^^ The three lads came back, and appeared 
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at the Pierre-dea-Paiens during the year/' said 
Michelan in a low voice, while all in the as- 
sembly who wore caps felt a cold shiver pass 
over them. " They were called the three 
Freux because they screamed during the night 
like ill-omened birds. Marion's mother spoke 
the truth. At the end of the year, one nighty 
ESlene le Brec, Comtesse de Treguem, went 
to bed as well as ever she was in her life and 
never woke again ; all night the three Freux 
were heard screaming out her name." 

" Then," continued Marion L&uyer^ 
*^FranQoise le Brec, the douairi&re, entered 
the manor-house for the first time. She grew 
to be fond of the little Marianne, the child of 
her dead sister ; and perhaps she would have 
forgotten her hatred if the Comte Tanneguy^ 
still quite young, had not married another 
woman/' 
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^^ The good comtesse !" exclaimed several 
voices in the company, " the mother of Filhol 
and the little demoiselle Lam^nce I" 

**FranQoise le Brec left the manor-house^ 
again," continued the hostess. ^^ At that time 
she was already a widow. 8he had married 
her cousin Jean le Brec, but he died, leaving 
her a legacy of the Grand Ferme, Ch&teau le 
Brec, and the mill which Guillaume F^ra 
now rents. 8he had been passing some time 
at the town of Feuillans, in Saint^Brieuc, and 
there was some talk of a child who had come 
t o light, without anybody being able to tell 
who was his father." 

Around the table some voices whispered the 
name of Gabriel, the young seminarist. 

The mistress of the house pretended not ta 
have heard. 

"When Marianne de Tre^em was old 
enough to walk,'^ she added, ^you would 
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have thought libat her litde legB ^sarried her 
BOknmlly towards iChSjteau le Brec. She ftias 
not the heart of the Tfeguemst She re- 
jiembles th/e le Brecs de Kerroz both in -mind 
and fostore." 

**Tlia1ffl true," aaid JTinceat F^u ; *'hat 
ifthie has sot takou Ike precaution to go to 
iSaint^Bri^ac to hide her frolics !" 

The young gir]a v^ho w«re sitting round 
MSt 4o<wii their fef)re8| ^aiad tihe lads themsel.T«s 
blus W49 for jflt -that forgotten tcomer of old 
Bretag^e, ipxudwj belooagied to both aexes, 

M this brutal accusation which Fanchette'« 

brother-in-law had brought against the young 

girl .of the na^ke o£ Tir^uera, the stranger 

who wi^f^ fitting in the ehiomej consKer had 

ahwMer^!^. h%i the wovieiuent passed unper- 

ceived in the midst of the general preoecnpa* 
tion, 

" For tbak iwrttpj:/' ^id jmmg Math»li», 
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^' I dou^t know what goes od at the fnanor- 
bome^ bat I can ^eak very well 4Jboiit 
Clft&teaa le Boec, eiiioe i liip^ theare, WeU^ 
whenever Marianne eame te visit her aunt^ 
last antamn^ you were as sure as anything to 
see M. Gabriel coming down the road Scorn 
the presb jli&r& Filhol had hardly been in 
his grave a month^ when they bqgan to h&v6 
fine doiiDgs in the large r<xom at Ch&teau le 
Brec. Donairi&re aiways shsit the doors ; bid; 
when people laugh out lond^ abutting ithe 
door« don'i prevent you from bearing. When 
ihey had had iheir buugh oul^ and it was geit- 
ting late, M. GalM:iel always oondiueted Ma4d- 
anne back to the manor-house of Treguecn.'' 

Mathelin Junior^ wasxeckoning upon talking 
Toinette Mar6chal baine l;othe:good man, her 
father, but his thoughts wiore all houiour. 

^^ Is it tenet, Madame Marion/' he oantimjed, 
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^ you who know all about it, is it tme that 
the nndeipx>and passages of Ch&teau le Brec 
ran right nnder the Pierre-des-Paines, to the 
Treguern manor-house?" 

^ Mj mother often told me so/' replied the 
hostess. 

^ I did not finish just now when I was 
speaking of the noises which are heard nnder 
the Tonr de Kerroz. The Commander Malo 
reads his gibberish very low, at least, and he 
doesn't make much clatter in searching for 
the broken stone. Bat onder the hole which 
he has chosen for his dwelling, there is the 
-nndergroand vaolt of the tower. I haye tried 
twenty times, when the daylight gave me 
heart, to find the door which leads into that 
place; but I tell you what, there is no door ; 
only in the thickest part of the bashes where 
I had crept on my hands and knees, Ifiranda 
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sort of crevice which a rabbit could hardly 
have passed through, and I put my two hands 
on each side of my eyes and looked in/' 

" And what did yon see, Mathelin ?*' de- 
manded those who sat around. 

^ What did I see ?" repeated the youth ; " I 
don't know myself. It was as dark down 
there as the bottom of the infernal regions, and 
I felt the air cold and damp against my face. 
However, I saw something indistinctly: it 
looked like a body stretched out at full length, 
and I fancied I could hear the breathing of a 
man asleep." 

^^ Is it possible I" said Pdre Michelan, having 
recourse to his cow's horn. 

The young girls held their breath, terrified 
and charmed at the same time, and the men 
exchanged looks of astonishment. The curi« 
osity of all was excited to the highest pitch. 

A human being sleeping beneath that masa 
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of niifis wlucli waa ctdMi tba Tpur-d^ 

" And what then, my lad ?" wid ^wjperr 
amne Marum, who was iiot the l^^waib eager to 
know. 

^^Well," eontmued MatheUm, the p4fo«r, 
^ he, whoever it wm, man or deFil, has some 
eompanimui when the night comes, for in my 
room, which joins the wall of the tower, I can 
hear eonfofled Toiees talking under my bed**' 

^^ Poor iMathelin," thought TomeUe Mari^ 
chal, ^^ must he not be bold not to be frighitr 
ened to death I'' 

^^ And you have aot said anything about it 
to Douairi^re le Bcec ?'^ inquired Marion 
L^euyer. 

^^ I should think I have, more like ten tiuMS 
then onoe !" 

^* What did she say r 

^^ ^I^t I was a coward^ dia$ I was diieaming, 
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and that she would send me about mj bun^ 
Bess if I beard anything again/* 

^^ Do you hear that !" said those who were 
sitting round the table. 

Nobody thought of the poor soldier who 
was sleeping in the chimney-comer. 

^^ So/' pursued young Mathelin, ^^ I wanted 
to make a clean breast of it for once* I 
don't want to make myself out more plucky 
than anybody else^ but all the same thaifa 
how it was upon my life !" 

There was a general movement upon the 
benches round the table. No farther ques- 
tions were asked ; but the eyes, wide open^ 
rand the gaping mouth said fiir more than aQ 
the interrogations in the world could have 
done. The lad Mathelin felt thai he was be^ 
coming a personage, and he cast a look of 
triumph towards Toin)efcte Mar6ohal, who 
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cbanged colour as filie contemplated one so- 
glorious I 

"Well and good/' he continned, putting- 
his cap on all on one side ; " I had made np 
my mind what to do* To talk so long I knew 
they must have a candle lighted, and I con-^ 
eluded that the care would not be so dark at 
night as by day ; so, last night about elevea 
o'clock, when I heard the talking commen- 
cing under my bed, I got up quietly, put on 
my trousers and coat, and dressed myself from 
head to foot ; only I didn't put on my shoes 
for fear of waking douairiere, I trembled 
above a bit ; but I had put a drop of brandy 
in a broken cup to warm me in case of need r 
I drank that, and then I opened my window 
and dropped out on to the ground.'* 

At that moment you might have heard a. 
pin drop in the kitchen of the farmhouse. 



1 
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** My word 1" exclaimed Mathelin, who 
was henceforth sare of his success^ ^^ I never 
«aw the tower stand out like that before the 
moou which was sinking down behind the 
trees in the churchyard. It was as black and 
looked all jagged ; the ivy that hangs &om 
the chinks in the battlement looked like a 
great crape flag. The screech-owls have fine 
ears, for I waked them, and they fled round 
their nests, screeching awful.'' 

" There was no light in the retreat of the 
Commander Malo on the first floor. But in 
the place where I had seen the crevice in the 
ground, under the bushes, I could see a feiint 
Kght gUmmering." 

" I gave my soul to the Lord, for I felt I 
was risking my life, and for the second time, 
I crept in among the briers, till I came to the 
«ir-hol6." 

Here young Mathelin paused to take a 
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«6e tbsLt the walokA bf tlm l^urHitig \og& must 
go up through the chimney of Douairifere le 
Brec. At the further end^ the light of the 
km^ trad lost im a dark dpening t^hich had 
the appearance of a passage. 

"Where doed that paesagi^ lead to? God 

knows ! 

'*Eound the cask which supported the 

lamp, were three persons." 

" Three persons!" cried the stupefied circle. 
*' The three Freux^ perhaps I" 

And Michelan added : 

" Sleep in peace, after that! when you 
know that such things as these are going on 
in your own village I" 

" Did you know these three persons, miSv^ 
rot ?" asked Marion L&uyer. 

** T am sure that I know two of them," re- 
plied the lad, " and if I don't say anything 



168 THBICS DBADw 

about the third, it is because I didn't see his 
face/' 

*' Who were they ? Who were they ?*' ex- 
elaimed the company, in an explosion of 
curiosity. 

^^ N0W9 guess I'' said young Mathelin. 
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CHAPTER VIL 



THE HOMME NOIR. 



The jp&tauT Mathelia waited for a minute ; 
but as nobody guessed, he put on a solemn 
look. 

^^ No, then, it was not the three Freux," 
he pronounced, slowly ; ^^ there were two men 
and a woman. In the middle was sitting one 
of the two men, dressed all in black, who I 
didn't recognise, because he had lus back 

TOU I. I 
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turned to me ; on the right, the seminarist 
Gabriel was reading some papers, by the 
light of the lamp ; on the left, Madame 
Genevieve sat crying under her mourning 
veU/' 

A murmur was raised around the table ; some 
repeated the name of Gabriel, others that of 
Genevieve, others again said : 

** The third I the third 1" 

Mathelin remained Bilei:^t. 

Bonne personne Marion L^cujer shook her 
head gravely. 

*^ The third T said she. " The young 
Treguems came back for a year, and appeaired 
at the Pierre-des-Piens. My grandmother 
o£ten told me that the father of the old Count, 
thegrMidfkibeFof Filhol^tqpipeaFed for twelve 
nonthft aifiter his death im the avenue of the 
fnfiiior-}KHi8e» The Oowd; lumseli^ donU yon 
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"Then you think that the third ivaa Tre- 
guem?'' interrupted several voices. 

** Why should not Filhol have the family 
privilege?** murmured Marian. " Every- 
body knowB that it takes a year and a day 
for a Tregucm to settle into the last sleep." 

This explanation tallied too closely with 
the received ideas for tbe company not to 
feel an inclination^ to admit it^ and even the 
silence of the lad Mathelin seemed to give 
reason to the hostess. 

But Vincent F6ru took up th^ subject 

^ That man, whose faoe the pAtour could 
not see/' he said, ^^ has been met by a good 
many others during the laat £ew months, 
sometimes in the fields, aoiaetimes upon the 
moor. I that speak, I have found him more 
thui once wandeving about the manor-choose.'^ 

^^ So have V mnttera} FbIo, the j^asket^ 
Quaker. 

i2 
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And several others said : 

*• So have L" 

** And he," continued Vincent F^ra, " is a 
head shorter than Filhol de Tregnem. Mind, 
Tregaem's &ther was a good master before he 
became so poor ; and X have nothing to saj 
agunst TregnerD. Bat, yon are wasting yoar 
time, take mj word for it, in trying to explain 
what yoa see going on aromid ns. There is 
one who knows the last word ; but he will 
never speak it." 

" Do you speak of Gabriel, Vincent ?" in- 
terrupted Marlon L^cnyer, knitting her brows. 

" I know who I mean, and you know who 
I mean, mistress, and that's enough. There 
is no need for Qabriel to go into the cellars 
of ChUteau-le-Breo, since Gabriel is master 
of the manor-honse. And if he throws aside 
the cassock, as he has wanted to do for a long 
nhile, if he had a farthing's worth of religion, 
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or dishonour, it would not be for Genevieve, 
but for Marianne." 

"You speak well, Vincent F^ru," ex- 
claimed the hostess, who breathed a§» though 
a load had been taken from her heart, 
"there is no stain upon the reputation of 
Genevieve." 

All eyes were turned towards Vincent 
F^ru, who had made a rapid movement with 
his hand. 

" I was in Orlan church," said he, " when 
Genevieve kneeled at the altar with Filhol, 
her betrothed. I don't believe there is a 
sweeter angel in Paradise I From the bottom 
of my heart I wished them both happiness." 

He stopped, and appeared to hesitate, then 
continued in a changed voice : 

" I would rather say this elsewhere than 
before you, Marion L^cuyer, for you are a 
worthy woman, and you belong to the 
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Montforts^ who give all their children to the- 
Tregnerns. You are as fond of the Treguwna^ 
as you were at the time when they were 
your masters. But it is eleven months sinco 
Filhol died, and last week Genevieve went 
twice by night to the house of my sister-in- 
law, the mid-wife." 

" For Marianne I" exclaimed the hostess ;, 
'^ for Marianne, whom Franjoise le Brec 
has ruined before men and before God I'' 

" Genevieve did not go for Marianne,'' re- 
plied Vincent F^ru, "for they were both 
there at the same time, unknown to each 
other in my brother's mill.'* 

"And you dare to tell me ^?" began 

Marion, choked with rage. 

"I say that very often at nightfall the 
only valet who has followed the evil fortune 
of the Treguemsis sent away from the house ;^ 
I say that the cradle of Olympe, the poor little 
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orphan, who never knew ito father, i« verj often 
left to the care of another ehild — the little sister 
Lawrence, and that they are left all alone m 
that great maonoar-^house^ while Marianne and 
Genevieve go where the eyU spirit takeis 
them." 

'*You lieT^ shouted Marion L^cuyer, 
springing up like a man. 

" No, I am not telling lies— why should I 
tell lies? I say that this unknown, the 
Homme noir^ as he is called by the people in 
the village, who prowls round the house of 
Treguern, has ruined the poor beautiful 
Gencvi^ye, as Douairike le Bree and Gabriel 
have ruined the pretty Marianne, her sister I" 

" You lie l~you lie !" twice repeated 
honne persanne Marion, with tears in her 
eyes ; " and if my poor dear brother Eolatid 
was at home, your blood would pay for yotur 
fidsehoodi^ Yiofteent F^ru I" 
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A low groan was Iieaid from the fiie^lace^ 
and all eyes were tamed towards the soldier, 
who no doubt had yawned in his sleep* 
During the sQence which followed they could 
hear the roaring of the tempest which was 
ra^ng outside. 

^Ohl the deuce take it,'' said the pere 
Michelan, returning with pleasure to the 
point from which the conversation had 
wandered, ^* it is not weather like this that 
will ripen the buck-wheat," 

But Yiucent F^ru was not the man to let 
the matter drop thus. 

** Dame Marion/' said he, " your brother 
Boland Montfort, used to be a bold fellow, 
and he may have cracked my head if I did 
not break some of his bones first ; but that 
does not prevent the widow and the sister of 
Treguem from being at my brother 
Guillaume's mill at the moment we are speak- 
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ing. And if you have the heart, honne 
personne Marion, we will walk round the en- 
closure and go into the manor-house, which 
we shall find empty, I promise you, of all but 
the poor child of seven years, who takes the 
place of the mother by the side of the neg- 
lected cradle." 

The mistress of the house got up as though 
to accept the challenge. She looked hand- 
some in her anger and her pious faith in the 
honour of the Treguerns ; you would easily 
have recognised in her the sister of Roland 
Montfort, But at that moment the door of 
the farm-house opened, and a new arrival 
crossed the threshold. He was a poor man, 
dressed in a worn-out fustian jacket, which 
was stuck to his limbs by the wet ; and his 
cheeks looked very pale under his gray locks. 

** Claude I " exclaimed those who were 
seated round the table ; " Treguem's valet I ' ' 

I 6 
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It seemed as tltougli chance had brouglit 
him there expressly to decide betweea Vio- 
cent Fera and Marion Lecnjer, the hostess. 

When he approached the table, it was seen 
that he was shivering in his wet clothes, and 
that his pallid lips were quivering. 

" Give me a cnp of cider, for God's sake, 
bonne personnsj Marion,'' he said, in a tre* 
mulous voice ; " I have just seen the devil 1 ' 

The two benches whidi flanked the table 
were almost overthrown together by the sud- 
den start which was made by the company. 
The trembling hand of Claude seized upon a 
jug, and as he drank, they could hear his teeth 
chattering against the rim. 

"Good Lord I good lord I" he ejaculated 
as he allowed himself to sink down upon a 
stool, " which of us will be aliye to-morrow- 
morning ? " 

^^Come,^ Claude, my good &Uow," said 
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Yinocnt E&'u^ thei leastt credulous^ if not tbe 
br»yefit, '♦wha* has happened to you.? '' 

Qlando' wiped* the^ perspiration* from his 
stneamihg^brow^ and all the company watched 
him open-monthed. 

*^God help me! ^' replifed the valet from 
1^ manoivhonsa, whose brain did not seem 
to be very steady;- *^I' was going round by 
the* Piferre-diBS^Paiens because I had seen 
Bouajri^re le Breo standing iti the rain, in the 
middle of the road which leads up to the 
moor; for who dares to cross with Douairi^re 
lb Breo at this time of night ? All at once, 
dead Filhol, ray young* master, sprang upon 
the' stone* and began talking to somebody 
whom I could not see, but whom he called 
Boltodi'^ 

" You must pray for the salvation of Eoland 
Montfopt's soul/'' si»d old Miobelan, while 
Mbriott Lecuy er coTered^ her wet eyes with 
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both her hands. ^^ When one of the dead is 
heard to ntter the name of an absent person, 
his relations may just as well put on monming." 

^^ Roland I my poor brother Roland!" 
sobbed l^Iarion Lecnyer. 

" If it had been to make my fortune," con- 
tinued the simple Claude, ^^ I could not have 
stopped there. I took to my legs and ran across 
the field towards Guillaume Fern's mill, who 
is a good soul, and would have willingly opened 
his door to me. When I reached the edge of 
the moor, I fancied I heard horses galloping 
round me ; but I thought it was only my poor 
head whirling, for I was in a fever and my 
ears were ringing. Didn't I also hear 
Guillaume's mill going, although it is the 
night of the fl^te, going as if Satan was tum« 
ing it, 

^^ ^ Holloa, Claude I' said a yoioe to me; and 
I saw Malo de Treguem near me upon his. 
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lean horse. God, help me I I let myself sink 
upon my knees. 

"*Why are you not at yonr duty?' de- 
manded the Commander Malo. ^ Is it thus 
that you guard the house of the Treguerns ? ^ 

" ' They sent me away for to-night/ T an- 
swered, trembling all over. 

" * Go quickly I go quickly 1' exclaimed the 
Commander Malo. 'Return to the manor- 
house. The spirit of evil is abroad trying to 
enter. Go quickly I go quickly I' 

" Claude," here interrupted the hostess, ** it 
was Marianne de Treguem who sent you 
from the manor-house for to-night, was it 
not?" 

" No," replied the man, " it was Madame 
Genevieve.'' 

Marion L^cuyer turned away her head to 
avoid the triumphant look of Vincent F^ru. 

** The Commander Malo," pursued Claude^ 
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^^ spurred his hoiB^ wbicb leapt tlie palea apd ' 
began to gallop towards the Tour-de-K^^^WDBi; • 
bat I still seemed to bear bis Toice in the 
diatanee, repeating : ^ go qmckl^) go quickly !' 

^^ As I was trying toiget np, another horse 
flew along at fall • speed, passing so close to 
me that I saw the smoke from hid nostrils^ If - 
Gabriel the half! priest was not asle^ at this 
moment at the parsonage, I should have said'^ 
the second horseman was Gabriel. He defr? 
cended the road which Uads to the towa ; 
then there came another noise of a galloping 
horse, and another horseman appeared from 
the darkness. 

" * Which is the way to the manor- hoaae 
of; Treguem ?' he said to . me, in a voice like 
nothing I have ever heard in my life before* 

'* I; dou- 1 kiwWi whajr.I i iinstweaped. We were 
jcufttandfEo- the mill ; ib^ win^ seiised the four; 
n^l^gp^at tbal^mom^t, and tearing them clean 
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off, carried them away two hundred yards 
across the moor. My riDging ears seemed to 
catch the screams of women ; and by the 
time I had recovered myself the horseman 
had disappeared. I have been with the Tre- 
gnems for forty years ; I took the road to the 
manor-house, as the Commander Malo ordered 
me ; and as T came to the end of the avenue, 
I heard them unbarring the large gates. 

"Come what may/' I said to myself, "I 
will serve the Treguerns as long as I live/' 

" And I ran forward towards the open gate. 

" Was it Satan travelling through the tem- 
pest upon a horse as black as night ? Had 
not Malo spoken to me of the spirit of evil ? 
Who had opened the large gates ? I can't 
tell, for there is nobody but women at the 
manor-house; and the bars are heavy, even 
for the hand of a man. 

"A flasL of Iflghitning darted aerose the 
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sky, and I saw the horsemaii who had ques- 
tioned me npon the moor, looking as tall as a 
giant and entirely black in the midst of the 
dazzling light." 

"The Tiomm/e noirT muttered Vincent 
F^ru. 

And a shudder ran round the table, as half 
a dozen terrified voices repeated : 

" The homme noir r 

" He entered the house," pursued the simple 
Claude, *'and the door closed after him just 
as I was about to enter myself. Before 
leaving, I had unfastened the two dogs ; it 
was only last year that those two dogs stran- 
gled a thief who climbed over the walls into 
the yard I but to-night the dogs did not even 
bark/' 

**That was because the dogs know the 
homme noir^* concluded Vincent F6ru. 

Poor Claude grasped another cup. 
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*' I say/* he muttered between two copious 
draughts, " that the demon is like those two 
dogs : he is unchained. There are menaces 
of death all around us, and you will see that 
more than one seat will be emptf at high 
mass next Sunday." 



The party had broken up some time since 
and the clock, ticking in its carved oak case 
had struck half-past eleven. The wind was 
still heard whistling among the trees and 
howling through the cracks in the windows, 
but the rain had ceased, and the friends and 
neighbours had taken advantage of the in- 
terval to regain their dwellings. Pelo the 
basket-maker, Vincent Feru, and the others 
had left with father Michelan, who had not 
failed to tell them on the way : 
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^^ It is not such weather as this that will 
ripen the back«wheat." 

Mathelin, ihe pdiour^ had taken Toinette 
Mar^chal home, and we can assert that he 
talked to her neither of fine weather nor rain, 
or of the dangers of harvest. 

Within the farm-house the servants and 
labourers had gone to roost in their respective 
nests; and they had found poor Claude a 
snug comer upon some straw in the bam. 

Nobody had thought of the soldier sleep- 
ing upon his stool^ with his feet in the dead 
cinders. Such is Breton hospitality; it re- 
fuses nothing, but it offers little ; the guest 
can have just what he asks for. 

If you go to sleep in the chimney comer at 
a Morbihan farm-house, yon will only be 
awoke by the noise of the morning labour. 

You call for whatever you want ; such is 
the custom. 
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As the saldier had asked far nothing^ they 
had given him nothing. 

Elsewhere, perhaps the mistress of thehcmse 
may have felt uneasy about a man who re-^ 
mained alone only ten feet from her bed, 
after the departure of the company ; but, in 
that simple locality^ robbers are rare, and 
there is no suspicion felt. As for the question 
of modest;, a Breton bed is at once a box and 
a citadel. 

When bonne personne Marion was alone, 
she kneeled down beside a chest which 
served as a step to her bed, and prayed for 
the Treguerns and for her brother Boland, to 
whom she had almost been like a mother. 
These were all she had to love in the world. 
Alas ! the name of Treguem was still follow- 
ing the fatal decline down which destiny was 
thrusting it, and as for Boland,^ who was at 
the wars, the worthy Marion had too much 
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Breton blood in her vein&b not to believe in 
bad presages. 

So many lads had gone away thus, brave^ 
and handsome, like Boland, never to re- 
turn. 

While praying, Marian Lecnyer wept. 

At length she rose, and wiped her red eyes, 
and comforted by her fervent orison, she drew 
the cord which opened the thick curtains of 
her bed. Before getting in, however, she 
turned instinctively a last look towards the 
place where the hleu was sleeping. 

Marion, when she began her prayers, had 
left him sitting upon the stool with his face 
hidden in his hand; now she found him 
standing up, motionless, with his head bent 
forward upon his chest. 

Whether it was that the eyes of the mistress 
of the farm were dimmed with tears — 
whether it was that the taper did not suj0&- 
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t^iently light the chamber, she could not dis- 
tinguish his features. 

^^ Master/' said she, beginning to feel un- 
easy, " has your sleep made you hungry, and 
would you like to have some supper now ?'* 

The unknown made a negative sign of the 
head. 

At that moment the taper flared up, and 
gave a brighter light. 

The hands of Marion trembled, for she 
thought she saw a vision. 

*' I have been crying too much,'' she mur- 
murmured ; " my eyes are feverish." 

Then, as the flame of the taper had gone 
down again, and the fece of the stranger was 
once more in the shade, she added : 

^^ Master, do you want a bed, or shall I 
open the door, that you may go on your 
journey ?" 

" I don't require a bed," responded the sol- 
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dier. ^^I shall not sleep to-nigbt; bnt I 
shall not go on mj joumej, becaiise I haTe 
reached the end of it," 

The hostess clasped her ooli hands, and 
pressed them upon her bosom. 

" Good Lord ?" she mnrmared ; " have 
they driven me mad with their tales of mis- 
fortune/' 

^^ God bless you ! my sister, Marion Mont- 
fort," said the soldier, taking the taper and 
holding it before his face. ^^ You have not 
forgotten your brother Roland." 

The knees of ihe good woman gavB way 
beneath her ; she held out her arms, and the 
young sergeant was obliged to spring forward 
and support her upon his bosom. 

^^ Eoland J" she said, gaeioig at him through 
her tears, ^^my mother's beloved son ! Blessed 
be the holy Virgin for having answered my 
prayers, for I was afraid for a moment| Bo- 



land, my darling Boland, that I sliould never 
ma you again." 

Boland pressed her against his heart, calling 
her his sister and mother. The eyes of Marion 
fell upon the empty sleeve which hung from 
his uniform, and she cast down her eyes with- 
out speaking. Boland understood her silence, 
and murmured : 

" My sister, the will of God be done ! We 
have no time to think of ourselves at the pre- 
sent hour." 

^ True 1" exclaimed Maiion, looking at him 
uneasily ; ^^ you told me that you should not 
sieep to-night. Why did you say that ?" 

** Because," n^lied Boland Montfort, "I 
heaard how they were talking just now about 
those who were our masters." 

^^ Ah 1" said Marioaiy ^^ you were not fileep- 
mg there in Ae obimney-Ksomer th^i ?" 

'^ I was awake, and did nrot lose a word.'' 
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The young sergeant held up his head. 
^^ Sister ! sister I" he said, in a slow and sad 
voice, "there was nobody but you here to 
defend the name of Treguem." 

" But now we shall be two, shall we not ?** 
exclaimed the valiant woman, defiantly pla- 
cing her arms a kimbo ; ^' and let the miser- 
able wretches who have waited for the death 
of Filhol, to insult his widow, look out T* 

" Yes, sister, we shall be two," replied the 
young sergeant, '* whatever blood there is in 
my veins, that blood belongs, to the last drop, 
to the Treguerns. But the people who were 
here spoke the truth. Both GeneviSve and 
Marianne were at the mill to-night/' 

"Did you see them?'' demanded Marion 
L^cuyer. 

" No," returned Boland, " but I know/* 

^^By hearsay?" asked Marion, knitting ker 
brows, " and it is you, Eoland,my brother ! — ^ 
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Treg^em. I most know who that man is, 
Mid what he want with mj brother's widow." 

^^The gates are closed/' feeblj objected 
Marion L^ajer, ^^and thejr will not open 
them." 

^^ Is the passage through which we used to 
go to the manoivhouse blocked up ?" asked 
Boland. 

The good woman 'clasped her hands upon 
her bosom. 

^^ If I were to beg you to remain with me 
to-night," she murmured caressmgly, ^^ Be- 
laud, my dear boy, would yoo refuse m^e?" 

^^ I should refuse, my darUng sister." 

Marion L^cuyer toek the taper herself. 

^^ Go then," she said, ^^ and God be with 
youl" 

She passed round to the back of the bed. 
in the wall there was a Bfnell door, which she 
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opened ; she the n gave the taper to ftoland, 
who kissed her upon the forehead, and 
entered a narrow corridor. 

Marion Lecujer closed the door after him^ 
4ind remained upon the threshold, praying. 
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CHAPTER Vm. 



GEMJCVlilVE. 



What was now called the Manor House of 
Treguem had once been an immense chltteau, 
surrounded with walls and fortified according 
to the arts of the middle ages. The angular 
outline of the enceinte could still be traced, 
and half a dozen hillocks, situated at equal 
distances, enabled the antiquaries of Yannes 
and Eedon to fix with precision the positions 
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of the six principal towers. A circular ridge 
of earth still marked the douves, and some 
hundred yards from the gray and dilapidated 
house, you found the ruins of a chapel of mar- 
vellous style, which had formed part of the 
original building. 

Those old Breton ch&teaus were like small 
towns. It was necessary that they should be 
sufficiently large to give asylum to those of 
the vassals who abandoned their farms and 
small tenancies when the enemy entered the 
country. After measuring the area between 
the six towers and the chapel, the antiquaries 
of Yannes and Bedon had declared that in 
its best days the Gh&teau of Treguem might 
have offered a retreat to two hundred families, 
including the cattle and the implements of 
husbandry. 

Tradition retained the memory of this 
power, but what especially increased the 
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rex own of &e Ch&teaii of Tr^aero was tlte 
unusual extent of its subterraneoiis chainbeir» 
and pasfiagea. The good people of tlie bourg 
of Orlan were inclined to an opinion that 
these nnder-ground passages wound in zig- 
zags as far as the limits of the Grand -Lande ; 
but some believed that they extended no 
further than the Croix-qui-Marehe. In £20! 
there were sceptics who accorded to these 
gloomy galleries only the space comprised in 
the distance between, the Manor House of 
Tregueiii and Ch&teau4e-Brec, passing under 
the Fierre*des-Palens. 

According to the last, the subterraneaoi 
passages terminated in a vast vaulted hall^ 
above which was built the Tour^de-Kervoz. 

For what purpose had this intimate com« 
munication existed between two rival houses 
for BO many centuries? The good people of 
the town of Orlan had not an idea. Th& 
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fa^l existed, or at least they affirmed its exiA^ 
fence, that was alL 

There were fine stories about these galleries* 
More than once it was said, in the days of 
chivalry, Treguem and Le Brec had met im 
these vaults^ on bovseboek, armed from top 
to toe, and with lances fixed. Immediateljf 
under the Picrre^des-Paiens, the vault en- 
larged so as to form a oii|rcular arena. At the 
epoeh of the wars of suceession between 
Charks de Blois aod J^n de Montfovty 
Treguern had been for BMs, with Bertrand 
Daguesclin ; Le Brec for Montfort witb 
Olivier de Clisson and many others ; in tlm 
dark champ-^clos, ifa^e had been a regular 
drawn battle, and Tanneguy de Treguem^ 
the vietor, might have written upon the waUa 
of the vaulted chamber the names of a 
hundred dead eneiaiies. 

A bas-relief on the extemr of the mined 
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ohapel, situated on the east of the ancient 
ch&teau, represented a grotesque parody of 
this memorable event. Art, in its infancy, 
was fantastic and satirical, and although it 
cannot be said that it still remained below 
the drama, it is certain that it delighted chiefly 
in fiirce. 

In the bas-relief upon the walls of the cha*- 
pel, the cavaliers were transformed into scul- 
lions, scullions with tails and horns; the lances 
were spits, and the armour saucepans. But the 
boldest transformation was undoubtedly that to 
which the whimsical invention of the artist had 
subjected the noble chargers. The artist had 
gone further than Cervantes ; they were not 
Bozinantes which served as steeds to the com* 
batants ; they were not even the humble 
Dapples of Sancho ; the knights of the spit 
and the frying-pan were mounted upon long 
and lean pigs, dressed in steel, like steeds of 
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war, stretching out their bridled snouts, and 
twisting their tails, which were smaller than 
the magnificent fringe of their saddle cloths,** 

This bas-relief had the privilege of making 
the youngsters, big and little, of the bourg of 
Orlan roar with laughter. They probably 
did not observe quite so well as the anti- 
quaries of Vannes and Bedon the satirical 
intention of the artist ; but the saucepans, the 
spits, and the pigs disguised as chargers 
were sufficient for their delight, and the bas- 
relief of the chapel was to them an irrefra- 
gable proof of the existence of a subterraneous 
passage, connecting the cellars of the Tre- 
guem manor-house with the foundations of 
the T our-de-Kervoz. 

That which remained of the manor-house 



* This bas-relief, Bonlptuied upon a slab of granite, oorioTiB on 
aoconnt of its fnibjeot, bnt especially enrions on account of the sin- 
ffular boldness of nana wlucb distingiiishes the ezecation, exists at 

the Gh&teau de — — (Morbihan). M. de G has had it inserted, 

with many other treasures of art, into the wall of his saUe d^a/rmea, 
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at the period of whicliour story treats, seemed 
as though it had retreated towards the west; 
These buildings conid not have been of very 
great antiquity, and yet the sad and almost 
desolate ensemble presented a certain aspect 
of grandeur. 

It was not the wild and solitary desolation 
which Sir Walter Scott has- painted in sudi 
large traits in the " Bride of Lammermoor ;^ 
it was not the Tower of Bavenswood, that 
eagle' s-nest, perched upon a rock, and over- 
looking the broad sea ; it was a square house, 
grey with age, covered all over with cracks, 
and leaning towards a large and well preserved 
farm-house, which stood not far from it. 

The place had an appearance of unaiTected 
wretchedness, with that poetry which accom- 
panies all wretchedness, but nothing more. 

Only the good farm-house, cova*ed with 
creeping strubs, ani so prosperous-looking,. 
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pktced 00 close to. the mean-lookioi^ manop- 
hoiise, rendered the siglHit of the latter the 
more painfu'). 

Of all kinds of wretchedness, we prefer that 
which dies proudly in* solitude. 

But thejr had not so chosen. Besides, there 
was no longer anyone but women within those 
miserable walls, and who knows whether, 
since the death of the last of the Treguems, 
the pr osperoHs farm hfwl not more than once 
bestowed charity upon the wretched manor- 
boose ? 

The farm of honne personne Marion L^- 
cuyer, was situated outside the enceinte^ and 
adjoined the south-west angle of the manor- 
house, the principal entrance of which opened 
on the green-sward, on the opposite side. 
The pass age which Eoland Montfort entered 
with hi^ lighted taper, on leaving the kitchen 
of the farm-houst, formed no part of the famous 
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subterranean vaults of Treguem. It was level 
with the surface, and if it had been at aU 
used, it would have been an ordinary corridor. 
But, since the departure of Boland for the 
army, no person had trodden that way. 

The feet sank in the dust, the spider's webs 
hung over head like dirty flags, and the bare 
stones stuck out from the damp walls. 

Boland went on with a beating heart. The 
damp, heavy atmosphere weighed upou his 
lungs. ITe reached a door situated at the other 
end of the passage, which had a lock, as large 
as those used in prisons. This lock, fastened, 
would have been an insurmountable obstacle ; 
but Boland well knew that there was no key^ 
for it was the door of the chamber which he 
had occupied in the manor-house in his 
youth. 

He pushed the door, which oflfered no op- 
position to his efforts except its own weight 
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and tlie rust of its hinges. An indescribable 
feeling, mingled of sadness and joy, took 
possession of his mind ; the room was just as 
he had left it on his departure. The bed was 
unmade, the shooting and fishing instruments 
hung upon the walls, and upon the block 
which had served him as a table in by-gone 
times, the book of prayers which he had so 
often in the army regretted having forgotten, 
still lay open. 

I do not know why all these objects spoke 
to him rather of Filhol than of himself. 
When he had laid himself down at night upon 
that poor bed, he had always exchanged 
wishes of good night with Filhol, whose room 
was adjoining ; and sometimes before going 
to sleep, they remained a long time convers- 
ing through the open door. Filhol always 
talked of the future and of fortune ; for Filhol 
was ambitious, and was constantly looking 
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beyond the sorrows of the present to briglrt 
and radiant days for the departed glory of the 
Treguemft. 

He wa» young, brave, and handsome ; who 
could tell thaii Giod would not realize his hopes. 

Boland bad to make a strong eflBort over 
himeself before he could enter the adjoining 
chamber which had belonged Uy Filhol. There^ 
all was changed ; from the momen^t he passed 
the threshold, Boland felt thoughts of death 
presBing dK)wn upon his heart. However poor 
it may be, ingenious youth finds some means 
io decoraite its retreat Im FilhoVs chambeflr 
there had formerly been a bed with white 
hangings, all wound had been trophies ef 
the chase, and the good countess, his mother, 
had hnng some pictures- .gamst the panels. 
Filhoi was food of flowers, and in two large 
antiqae poreekiii9> vtases, rich dibns which had 
been forgotten io the midst of the geneiml 



distress, he had always preserved ^esh 
bouquets of flowers. He had his little libraiy, 
and a number of butterflies, collected by him- 
self, had exhibited the brilliant colours of 
tlueiir velvet wiogs under a glass case. 

All this: was in Soland's memory. During 
his absence, he had so often called to mind his 
brother's room, that he could have told the 
exact position of every object, and could in 
some sort have paiofted the room from 
memory. 

Alas ! there was now nothing left ; the 
walls were all bare, the handsome vases had 
been taken away, and there remained in their 
places nothing but two bunches of withered 
flowers ; the modest furniture had disappeared 
with the pictures, and the bedstead without 
a mattress or any kind of drapery, hid its 
mouldings in the duat. 

Tbere was nothong left, alas I alas I no- 
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thing bat the crucifix, which, no doubt, had 
been used at the last moments of poor Filhol,. 
and which had been left there lying among 
the dust upon the floor. 

Boland kneeled down, raised the crucifix^ 
and through his tears contemplated the image 
of Christ which had touched the dpng lips of 
Treguern, and which, to him, retained a 
mysterious trace of his last sigh. This wit- 
ness, which had lain there since the fatal hour, 
told him one by one the pangs of his brother's 
anguish. The solitude of the chamber became 
peopled, the darkness was illuminated, and 
at the four corners of the bed upon which , 
Filhol was lying pale and motionless, stood 
wax-tapers. 

There stood Marianne composing her fea- 
tures, her little sister Laurence wiping away 
her streaming tears, and Genevieve sobbing ; 
Genevieve, beside herself with grief, veiling 
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behind her scattered hair, a face even more 
pale than that of the dying man himself. 
Further off towards the door, some peasants 
and some pious women were devoutly telU 
ing their beads. Then Genevieve brought a 
little cradle, in which a beautiful child was 
sleeping in its swaddling clothes. A smile 
played round the pale lips of the young* 
father, who tried to stretch out his arms to- 
wards the sweet treasure which he was about 
to leave for ever. 

He spoke, and how changed was his voice t 
He blessed his wife and his child, Genevieve 
and Olympe de Treguern. 

A priest came, and every knee bowed, 
while a voice was raised in the silence: 
" Fartez, &me chretienne.'' 

Filhol had the crucifix upon his breast, 
and moved no more ; but in its tiny cradle 
die infant was still smiling. 
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Poor Kttle Oiympe I sbe did not know thaf 
thiB monnrftil hoar had made her an orphanu 

But Creneviive, Greneviire, men Dieu t th« 
despairing G^neri^el Was it possible t 
Gonld a few weeks have been sufficient tn 
render her «o gnilty ? Could the widow hare 
fallen so near to the death-bed of her bus^ 
band I 

Ck^ven calumny always attacks weakness^ 
No, no, Genevieve could not bare cast asid^ 
that pure halo which had formerly crowned 
her angel forehead ; no, no, Genevieve could 
not have stained her nuptial robe ! A few 
steps further, and Roland would see her 
sleeping beside the cradle of her little Oiympe. 

Boland aroused himself to take those stepa 
—those few steps which separated him from 
the truth, and laying down the crucifix^ he 
quitted the chamber of Filhol. 

The two rooms through which he next 
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:f[j:: passed had belongecl to the late connteRS, and 

.j,x ^vre again was destitution and Defect, Aa 

. r, he passed throngh these Bolsnd listened iur 

..^ tentlj, half afraid that be might catch some 

.1., sonnd amidst the general silence. A sound, 

■}„, a voice — the slightest movement, might he 

the condemnation of Genevieve. On the 
contrary, silence and repose pleaded her 
cause. 

Eoland heard nothing I he knew by expe- 
mnce what phantoms the terrified imagina- 
tions of the Breton peasant will evoke, and 
he began to deny, within his own mind, the 
esistence of the mysterions person who, accord- 
ing to the story of poor Claade, had entered 
the n^anor-bonse. 

As he was aboot to cross the threshold of 
the second room, which bad been the bed- 
room of the coantess, he heard that low vaA 
inoionous singing with which the yovmg 
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mothers of Britany lull their children to 
deep. He paused, more agitated than if he 
had suddenly found himself in the chamber 
of Genevieve herself. Poor lovely saint I 
there she was, giving to Treguem's child the 
pious cares of a mother's love. Had she any 
idea of those shameful tales which were being 
told about her ? 

Such were the first thoughts of Roland^ 
but the softened smile died upon his lips. It 
was not only Douairidre le Brec, it was not 
only the people of the village who had spoken 
of Genevieve ; Treguern himself had said : 
" Genevieve my wife has brought a son into 
the world to-night/' 

It was he, Eoland Montfort, who was to 
preaent the child ux baptism, and give him 
the name of Tanneguy, borne from father to 
son through the long line of Treguems, since 
the time of the great chevalier. 
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After the chamber in which Eoland found 
himself, there was a corridor closed by a glass 
door, and he saw a feeble light through the 
panes. He put out his taper, and continued 
to advance. His heart throbbed fast; the 
low chant of the young mother continued ; 
but was it really the voice of Genevieve ? 

Boland was now but a few steps from the 
glass door, and he cast down his eyes, as 
though he was afraid, at the moment when 
he was about to find the key to the enigma. 

When he raised them again, he saw before 
him, through the panes, which were covered 
only by a ragged muslin curtain, a vast and 
almost empty chamber, like all the rest of the 
rooms ; but in this chamber there was a bed, 
a cradle, and a few chairs. In the cradle, 
the little Olympe lay sleeping ; and Lau- 
rence de Treguem, FilhoVs youngest sister, 
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could be seen rocting her, imd singing in a 
trembling voioei as her childish fiiiee, already 
veiled bj premature sadness, received 4he 
rays of the lamp foil apon it. Boland tried 
to see what it was towards which she was 
constantly casting stolen and terrifioi glanees.^ 
The end of the room was buried in darhiess^ 
and, at first, he had seen only the two 
ehildren. Bat he had noticed that the bed 
of Genevieve was empty, and that it had not 
been disturbed. 

On following d&e regard of Laurence, he 
perceived near to the fire-place, a man, dres- 
sed entirely in black, fitting upon a straw- 
bottomed ehair. He sat quite still, and 
«eemed to be waiting^ but as he made a 
movement, at length, wiiich tuiosied his £a.oe 
towards the liglut, Bolaind recognised the first 
of the two travellers, who had alighted eairlier 
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ia the evening at tbe cabaret at Bedon^ 
where Mathurin and he bad made their last 
iialt. 

The Englishman, flince Mathurio, who 
understood sach matters, said he was aa 
Englishman, and no doubt also, the T^mme noir 
iA the village stories. 

At this moment, when eircamstances 
«eemed so forcibly to oonfirm the accusations 
wbich were brought against Genevieve, 
Roland was astonished to find within himself 
more curiosity than indignation. While 
passing through the apartmeiiLts of the house, 
he had said to himaelf : ^* If tiuat man is really 
iiare, I will believe." The man was there, 
Eoland saw him with his own eyes ; yet he 
idil not believe. 

Facts are of value only according to the 
itfepect under which they are presented to us ; 
tlie £Bict existed, the man was tiiere ; but he 
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was in the chamber where the little Olympe 
was sleeping, under the guard of Laurence. 

There was sotne mystery ; if that mystery 
was an intrigue damour^ the circumstances 
by which it was surrounded proved that 
Genevieve must have descended to the last 
degree of shame. Hers was then that brutal 
and idiotic vice, which does not even respect 
the guileless ignorance of tender age ; it was 
the stupid ignominy in which the worst 
ravages of civilization are wont to revel. 
Now, this was in the manor-house of Tre- 
guem, far from cities, amidst the reeking 
pollutions of which such horrors are produced, 
the question was touching Genevieve, and the 
Judge was Boland Montfort. 

In this case, to see was not to believe. The 
heart of the young man revolted against it, 
and his reason, the accomplice of his heart 
cried : ^^ It is impossible I" 
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But if there was no intrigue dlamour^ what 
could that man be doing in the house of Tre- 
guern ? That was the mystery. 

The mind of Roland was lost in a wide 
field of conjecture, when a door was opened 
behind the bed of Genevieve, and Genevieve 
herself appeared. 

She was so changed, that Eolandhad some 
difficulty in recognising her. She wore her 
widow's mourning. At the sight of lier the 
Kttle Laurence uttered a cry of joy and sprang 
towards her. It was evident that the presence 
of Genevi&ve put an end to her fears. 

The stranger had caused her a great deal 
of uneasiness, then ; so it was probable that 
she was not accustomed to see him. This 
reasoning came into Roland's mind at once. 

But, at the same moment, with this rea- 
soning, a question sprang up : ^' Who, in the 
absence of old Claud and of Genevi^^ve her- 
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mUj could hftve taken down the heavy bars 
from the principal door ix> give the stranger 
admission to the nanor-hoose ? '' 

Ijanrence whispered a few words in the ear 
tt her sister, who gave a start and trembled^ 
and looked as thoii|rh she was about to faint, 

Boland was still reflecting, and he asked 
himself how this woman, so frail and so 
beautiful, could have walked all the way firom 
the mill of Guillaume F4ru to the house of 
Treguera, on Ihe very night q£ her deliverance. 
And the new-born <ihildi, what could she have 
done with it ? 

Genevieve, ai; the first word uttered by her 
little sister, taraed sharpj^ towards the 
^reigner, whom she had not peroeived on en- 
tering. He advanced towajxis her and made 
a low bow. 

^^ Aire yctn tha widow ^f the Count Tilhol 
de TBQ^em V^ rhe mquired, in that guttural 
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mecent wlttch Eoland had already hemd at 
the tavern at Redon. 

^^The widow?" lepeatad G^neTi^re, whose 
weak and broken voice scarcely reaehed Bo*- 
land's ear. 

Then she added| casting dowm her eyes c 

^^ Tes, monsieur, I am the widow of Oomte 
Filhol de Treguern/' 

Roland instinctivdy appDoachied the glazed 
door and placed has faee dose to the panes. 
The eommencement of dus scenic was so eam- 
fplokelj diiferent from wliat Jie had expectedi 
that all other feelings within him gave way 
to sarprise. 

The stranger was a middle-aged anan with 
a jcold «nd ossteve fsioe. 

^^ I have riskefd my life to «ome luore, ma- 
dame," said ihe, limply. ^^i lamded yes- 
taitday near Saraeaa, aind -^ eoairtf^giMnds, 
who took me for a chouan, chased n^e ^aU 

1.2 



Zj. f9 



22Q THBIQB 1>SAD. 

the way to Boche-Bernard ; but I knew what 
I was risking when I left London. When an 
Englishman has passed his word, there is no 
earthly power wonld prevent him from fulfil- 
ling itJ 

The little Laurence returned to the cradle 
and her large wondering eyes followed the 
movements of the stranger. 

" Have you the proofs of your husband's 
decease? " inquired the Englishman. 

Boland looked in vain for a tear upon the eye- 
lash of Genevi&ve. Apart from the physical 
suffering with which she was evidently over- 
whelmed, she exhibited little grief; she 
seemed rather to be troubled with some 
strange uneasiness and embarrassment which 
amounted almost to agony« 

*' Yes, I have the proofs," she murmured. 

She rested her hand upon her throbbing 
heart. 
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^^ Pardon me, madame/' pursued the English- 
man, who seriously believed himself to be the 
innocent cause of this distress, ^^ I have 
awakened sad recollections ; but the company 
has given me its confidence and I will fulfil 
my duty.'* 

Genevieve dragged herself rather than 
walked to the head of her bed, and drew from 
under the pillow a portfolio, which Roland re- 
cognised at once as having belonged to Filhol ; 
she then opened it and took out some papers, 
which she offered to the Englishman. 

He read them with the attention of a man 
'^of business. 

**Have you the assurance policy?" he 
asked, afterwards. 

Genevieve held out another paper to him. 
The Englishman made a sign of approbation, 
after having read it ; then he added : 
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^ Notbing more irill he neeessarji except ta 
se€ your marriage eertifieate*" 

The marriage certificate was readj^ like the 
test. When the stranger had made himself 
aofuainted with it, he once more bowed to 
Genevieve, who stood motionless and pale a» 
a statue of marble ; then, turning away, h& 
went back to the place which he had occupied 
near to the fire-place. 

At that moment, when Geneyi^ve ihoaght 
herself sheltered from all curious looks,^ 
Roland saw her pass h^ hand across her 
forehead, throw down the portfolio with a 
look of horror, and raise her eyes to Heayen,. 
as if to implore God's pardon. 

The Englishman had moved his chair, az^ 
eame back, dragging along the floor some 
heavy object, which, till now, had escaped 
Roland's observation* 
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As he came back to Grenevi^e, Ihe Eng^ 
lislimaii said : 

^^ This would have givea the ooast-guards 
fine^poTt. I shall go back l%hter than I 
came. Our bank Motes are no longer carroDM; 
upon the coHtineiit nnce the war ; so I was 
obliged to bring gold to pay the amount of 
the contract." 

He pushed his load towards Greneviive'e 
feet, and Roland recognised the leather Talise 
which 1/he stranger had placed upon his 
shoulders osi leaTing his horse at the inn at 
Bedon. 

T^te Englishman opened the valise, and 
turned it upside down, and a perfect stream 
of gold rushed out upon the floor. 

Roland rubbed his eyes, for all this sur- 
passed the limits of l^e probable, and almost 
evewy moment he was obliged to interrogaile 
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himself to assure himself that he was not 
dreaming. 

Before this heap of gold, lying among the 
dusty Genevieve remained cold and sad. Little 
Laurence, on the contrary, smiled ; but it was 
only because this beautifiil gold glittered joy- 
ously in the light of the lamp, and the smile 
itself said nidvely that she had no idea of the 
yalue of what she saw. 

As Olympe, aroused by the noise, moved 
in the cradle, Laurence began to rock her 
and continue her monotonous song. 

Boland said to himself: 

^^ There must be, at least, ten thousand 

And Eoland was far below the actual sunu 
The Englishman looked about for a table 

upon which to place his piles of sovereigns; 

«nd not seeing one, sat down on the empty 
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valise and began Ids work, counting out the 
money upon the floor. 

He divided the heap of gold into small 
piles of forty pounds sterling, each valuing a 
thousand francs ; and when he got up, there 
were a hundred of these piles arranged in 
lines upon the floor. 

"Will you count them, madame?" he 
said. 

'' I am not well," replied Genevieve, who 
had been obliged to lean against one of the 
bed-posts. 

" I will wait, if you wish," said the Eng- 
lishman, with resignation ; " but the vessel 
which brought me from London leaves the 
mouth of the Vilaine to-morrow, and the least 
delay may be fatal." 

Genevi&ve drew from the portfolio a last 

paper. 
" I have prepared the receipt, monsieur/* 

L 6 



saidfllie; ^hefeitik If you wIH accept tiie 
hospitality of Tr^nem to-inght| remain ; but 
if yoa most go, I willnot detain yoo. Heaven 
go with jou/^ 

Hie Englishman took the receipt, bowed^ 
and strode towards the door ; but before pass- 
ing ont of the room he stopped. 

^'When I came in/' he said, ^^ I heard 
that thej replaced the bars behind me.** 

^^ The person who put np the bars will take 
them down/' nrarmnred Genevieve. 

Boland remarked that her voice trembled aa 
she made this simple response. 

The Englishman went ont, and little Lan- 
renee ran to tibe piles of gold, and began to 
plaj with the bright soyereigns. 

^^ Is all this jour's then, sister ?" she in- 
quired. 

Genevieve had crossed the chamber sup- 
porting herself bj the chairs which stood in 
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h^ vmj ; and as shfe leaned over the cradle 
irf Olympe, she wept. 

A noise, cansei by the opening of the (totA 
gates, was heard from without ; then the 
heaTy hinges (creaked as they were closed 
again, tind a moment aiPber, a diill sotmd of a 
horse galloping over the grass down the avenue, 
reached tAie e«r, 

AlQ>06t immediateiy afterguards, somebody 
knoeked :softly «* Ae door hj which the 
feigner had gOBfe out ; and Genevieve raised 
lier head and trembled. 

** You had better go, Laurence,'* she said, 
^^ yw|i recjwiare rest. I will stop with (Mympe 
the remamder of the night.^ 

Laarenee did not appear 46 be in a huiry 
to obey. 

^^ But you look so ill, siater,^' she replied ; t 
^'i£ you knew Ihow paie yon mre 1 I would 
-rather at^ with yoa.'^ 
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^ Silly child 1" returned Grenevifeve, endea* 
Youring to smile, ^^ I am not ill, and it is not 
good for children to be ap so late. Go to 
jour bed." 

Laurence came and held up her face to be 
kissed, and then obediently left the room. 

During the minute which followed, the cold 
perspiration ran down Eoland*s fitce. He 
thought he quite underMood Genevieve's 
scheme ; the proof was not over yet, and he 
regarded with terror the door which, on open- 
ing, would reveal to him the dishonour of 
Treguern. 

Genevieve waited till the light steps of 
Laurence were lost in the corridor, then pro- 
nounced in a low voice, which was fiill of 
weariness : 

^^ You can come in, I am alone." 

A flash darted from Boland's eyes, for 
those were just the words he had been expectr 
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ing to hear. But his anger had scarcely time 
to rise, when he staggered back on seeing the 
person who appeared in the doorway. 

It was the apparition which he had already 
seen once before that night at the Fierre-des« 
Paiens, it was Filhol de Treguem I 

Filhol came forward and placed himself 
upon his knees near to the piles of gold which 
the EngUshman had left, and his trembling 
fingers scattered them so as to form one heap 
again. 

Geneyi^ve was sitting by the side of the 
cradle with her face hidden between her 
hands. 

Filhol left the gold, and came and pressed 
a kiss upon the forehead of the little sleeping 
Olympe. 

** You shall be happy," he murmured. 

Boland could see the tears falling down 
between Genevieve's fingers. 
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Tilkol placed his arm round hec, repoaithi^ 
mth. wild exidtation : ^^ You, shall be happj ! 
jon shall be happj I" 

^^ God (seeB «« I'' stammeind the joiing 
woman. 

^^ And oar Tavnegay/' pursited FiUu>l^ 
^' our son shall be rieh 4tnd powerful, as all 
who bear the name ^ Treguern should be 1'^ 

'^ Either I am mad, or I am dreaming T^ 
said Roland to hioiself, as hfe jgressed bo^ 
hands upon his burning temples. 

He saw FUhol spring onee mose towards 
the heap of gold, and begin to place it by 
handfuls into the valise which the Engliab- 
ma& Jaad left upon the floor. When he had 
finoishied, he {)laced the valise upon his shouUer 
and said, as he hurried away with it ; 

^^ The t^iaeaura of Xr^^^em is mot safe in 
(the manoir^ious^. I .viuat go ia«d put it in a 
place where Gabriel wiU Aerer .find it j A 
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demaiTij Genevidye. Tanneguj will be 
baptized to-morrow, Tannegaj oar rich and 
happy child !" 

GeneviSve made an effort to reply, and 
perhaps to detain him ; but her voice hung in 
her throat and Filhol was already gone. 

Genevieve, orvercome at length, sank down 
and lost all consciousness. There were no 
witnesses ; so Boland entered softly and carried 
the fainting woman to her bed. Then, as he 
heard in the passage the stealthy footsteps of 
little Laurence, who was returning, induced 
by her uneasiness, he took the same way that 
Filhol had gone^ decided to follow the adven- 
ture to its end. 

The dead may return and apjpear by night, 
io the moon-Ji^hl^ but they do not caixy 
valises upon thfcir shoulders. Boland resolved 
to Jbiow what this meant. 
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CHAPTER IX. 



GABRIEL. 



A BHOKT time before the hour at which, the 
party broke up at the house bonne personne 
Marion Lecuyer, a man on foot, leading his 
horse by the bridle, was struggling through 
the dirt along the road which led directly 
from the Grand-Lande to Ch&teau-le- Brec. 
The rain had ceased more than an hour since, 
but it had left so much water upon the road 
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that from one end to the other, it was like 
a long ditch of liquid mud. 

The man beat his poor horse cruelly to get 
him along ; and cursed as he did so in a voice 
which was full of rage, but which, neverthe-^ 
less, was so weak and juvenile that it 
resembled the voice of a woman. 

He was little more than a lad, as could be 
guessed notwithstanding the profound dark- 
ness. He had lost his hat upon the way, and 
large masses of light silken hair fell over hia 
shoulders. 

" What a night !" he grumbled ; '' I should 
have done better to have come on foot; 
for I should have got there sooner. But 
if I lost myself in the forest and upon the 
moor, I who almost belong to the place, it is 
certain that the Englishman must be still 
somewhere on the road." 

He turned round and gave his horse another 
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blow upon the head with th% handle of the 
whip which he carried. 

'' My star !" he exclaimed, quickening his 
steps, as though the idea had galvanized his 
lassitude. ^^When the tempest was at its 
height I looked up to the skj and saw mj 
star glistening between two clouds !" 

The mud in the road gave way beneath his 
feet, and he sank up to his knees in a rut. 

^^ A hundred thousand francs I '' he said 
with a laugh, for his thoughts changed like a 
weathercock. ^^ Last winter, I should have 
considered that a fortune. Show me your 
face, my star, and tell me that I shall be a 
pnnce I 

'**The sound of his voice and the wild 
energy of his gestures indicated a kind of is- 
toxication. Above his head, the old oaks, 
which stood by the side of the road joined 
th«ir gnarled, branches, forming a eort of 
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imae ; but here and ihiev& the dome bad open- 
ings in it^ and our jotmg man on raising his 
ejes, uttered a cry of joy. Through the 
openings among the foliage, he ooold see u 
bright diamond m the bhie sky. 

'^Weleeme/ welcome, my star}" he cried 
with a burst of enthusiasm. ^ This hundred 
thousand francs is only a stake ; is it not so ? 
Must I not risk them all at a single stroke?" 

As he took a step forward he coTdd no 
longer see the star, and his £E(ee was bent 
down pensjTely upon his bosom. 

^^ But I have not got these hundred thou- 
sand francs yet/' he pursued. ^^ Come along t 
yoa cursed animal { Is it you who wiU stop 
me on the road to fortune I'' 

He took the whip by the small end with 
both hands, as he spoke, and began to lay 
his horse, which started off iato a trot 
with its head between its legs. 
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Here the road widened, and a dark mass 
appeared in sight, vaguely designing in the 
darkness the form of a large house. On the 
right of the house, a high tower, entirely 
covered with ivy, as Mathelin the pdtour had 
said, rose up, looking like a giant sentinel. 

The house was Chftteau-le-Brec, and the 
sombre mass of granite which flanked ita 
gable-end, the antique ruin of an edifice which 
nobody in the neighbourhood knew anything 
about, was called the Tour-de^Kervoz. 

The closed windows of Ch&teau-le-Brec 
did not allow a ray of light to pass through 
them; nor could anything be seen through 
the loopholes of the tower. Our traveller 
frowned as he left the road and entered the 
meadow, planted with willows, which lay in 
front of the farm-house. 

" Gone to bed already !" he grumbled ; 
^^ can it be so late, then ?" 
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He did not trouble to fasten his horse, well 
assured that the poor animal was in no 
humour to run away ; he simply let go the 
bridle, in order the sooner to reach the door 
of the house. 

^^ Holla I Mathelin I" he shouted, knocking 
with all his might at the door with the handle 
of his whip ; ** open the door for me, boy ! I 
want to see Douairi^re le Brec directly I" 

Mathelin the pdtour was not likely to 
answer, since he was at that moment engaged 
in taking Toinette Mar^chal home to the good 
man her father. 

The traveller knocked even louder than 
before; and after calling once more to 
Mathelin he called to Douairi^re le Brec 
herself. 

Pouairi^re le Brec did not reply any more 
than Mathelin* 
^ The traveller then did what he should have 
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doae at the ooumewieaiBJik; lie tried die 
Ifttcli of the door, which yielded at the fipiit 
effort^ attd the tkor <si{>ened» 

'^ You sleep pretty sonad^ Aonft FraiiQoifie3" 
said our young man as he went in« 

The dog set up a harking in the ysard^ but 
within the silence continued* Our traveller 
knew every part of the house, and he went 
straight to the fire-place^ careMly avoiding 
the table which stood in the middle of the 
ixMHU, and put his hand into the boK in which 
the flint and steel were kept. He stroek d^m 
together, producing a volley of sparks which 
ifeU upon the tinder and Kgbted. The next 
^ (Dioment, the light of a candle fell upon 4h6 

faee of «our tranFeller. 

His face resembled his voice, there was 
something soft, almost feminine $bwA itz a 
white and well developed fovehead wildi a 
oret-work of blue veins aicross the teBDi|fle8| 
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long fBik !bair as. fine as ailk, whieb the rain 
Ihad matted together into lustraus corlsi fine 
6ye-brow8 boldly designed upon the sharp 
edge of the frontal bone, blue eyes which 
exhibited a strange mixture of andaeioos 
^&ontery and youthful timidity under lids 
which were fnnged with long lashes. 

In other respects, you must have walked a 
long way to have found a youth possessed of 
a beauty so jr^ular .and so intellectual at the 
Biume time. How was it that the Abbe 
€rabriel inspired the good people of the town 
of Orktn with a feeling quite the opposite of 
affection ? 

Why? The tonsure became his handsome 
fluee Admirably^ We can understand the 
passionate tendemeea which the last of the 
Treguenus, the (Strong and igrave Filhol, had 
ieonoeiyed for this delicate and timid lad; we 
can understand the weakness of Douaiii^re 
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]e Brec for this nephew of whom she was so 
proud, especially if it was as some hinted, that 
he was nearer to her than a nephew ; we can 
also understand the guilty love which the 
pretty Marianne felt for him. But the horror- 
and hatred of the good people of Orlan are 
not so easily understood. 

The religious sentiments with which the 
inhabitants of Britanny are so deeply impreg« 
nated might have explained this aversion. 
But after all Gabriel had not made any defi-^ 
nite engagement with the church, and there 
was still time for him to say : ^^ I have mis- 
taken my vocation/' 

If you had questioned the good people of 
Orlan upon the subject, according to all 
probability the good people of Orlan would 
have remained silent. If you had plunged a 
curious look into their consciences, you would 
perhaps have seen something to this effect : 
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In tbe first place, the Breton has a great 
objection to anyone tak:ing to the priest's 
garments lightly, and in some sort by acci- 
dent; he reverences the robe of the priest 
above everything, and dislikes to see it played 
with; in the next place, Gabriel was not 
bom at Orlan, and there was some mystery^ 
connected with his early years; thirdly 
Gabriel smelted of the Is BrecSj as the village 
lads forcibly expressed it ; fourthly, and this 
was the most diabolical sign of all, G-abriel 
had no beard upon his lips, but retained the 
feminine softness of his cheeks after he had 
passed his twentieth year; and lastly, he had 
bewitched Filhol de Treguern: those who 
had known Filhol before tbe arrival of 
Gabriel could say how much he had changed 
before his death. 

In fact, the death of the last descendant of 
the chevaliers, that premature and unfortu- 
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nate death) had been aocomptaied by circam- 
stSanoes which reaUj gave some reason for 
the terror with which the handsome Gabriel 
was regarded. 

We have not counted among oar motires 
of hatred the well-known story of the amours 
of Marianne, the half-sister, with Grabriel. 
The half-sister was named Tregaern ; but she 
was the daughter of a Le Brec, that is to say 
a near relation to the devil, and the good 
people said, willingly : ^^ Let her do ad she 

likes I" 

One thing is certain, that the aversion of 
the peasants of the bourg of Oiian troubled 
^e fair Abbe Gabriel very little ; he had his 
iktar, and his ambitious dreamts had carried 
him to such a height, that he no longer saw 
those who remained below him* 

There are idle dreamers. 

Gabriel worked while he dreamed, and the 



i^ontemplation of his star did not prevent him 
fvom acting. 

When he had lighted the candle, he opened 
the curtains of Douairi^re le Brec's bed, and 
feand the bed empty. The brow of Gabriel 
darkened again. He opened the door of the 
^set, whioh served as a sleeping-room for 
Mathelin, and observed that Mathalin ivas 
absent also. 

" Nobody here!'' he thought aloud ^ ^*I 
don't understand this J Am I >to Jiave nothing 
but ill luck to-day?" 

He went baek to 4he bed of Douairl^e le 
Brec, and passed up ^o the side ; aod, nvath 
Iftie aid of his back, which he rested against 
the wall, he pushed away the massive hed^ 
and discovered a trap-door in the floor. He 
^ced his canine down upon the boards. The 

trap-door was raised by a loop of thick cordi 

* 

¥fihich {passed through a wooden moulding. 

M 2 
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Gabriel set to work in earnest, taking a firm 
grasp upon the cord, and pulling with all his 
might. He had thrown off his cloak, and 
turned up the sleeves of his cassock, and, as 
he tugged at the trap-door, muscles of steel 
could be seen protruding through the white 
satin-like skin of his arms ; the veins of his 
neck swelled out, and a flax, of blood coloured 
his pale and delicate cheeks. . 

To employ once more a Morbihan expres- 
sion, he "wasfort en dedans. 

But whether it was that the trap-door was 
fastened underneath, whether it was that the 
weight of the heavy joists was really beyond 
the strength of the seminarist, he was obliged 
to leave go and wipe his temples, which were 
already streaming with perspiration. 

He stamped his foot angrily upon the 
floor. 

^^ Must I go all the way round, and find my 
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way in the dark to the Pierre-des-Paiens ?" he 
muttered. 

He cast a look towards the clock, the pen* 
dulam of which was loudly ticking in its 
case, and the look of rage upon his face 
deepened. 

^^ The moments are passing/' he murmured, 
thrusting the bed of Douairi^re le Brec back 
into its place, ^^ and there is not time to go to 
the Pierre-des-Paiens.'' 

An idea suddenly struck him, and he pre- 
cipitately ran out of the house and took his 
course towards the bushes which surrounded 
the Tour-de-Kervoz. No doubt he knew of 
the crevice which Mathelin the pdtour had 
spoken of to the party assembled at the house 
of Marion Lecuy er on the same night, for he 
made his way with a stick through the bram- 
bles, and felt about the base of the tower till 
he had found the hole. 
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^^ If tbere was anybody here, I sliould see 
the light," he thought. 

An oath which seemed too coarse to come 
from his rosy lips ended the sentence, a& 
Gkibriel went down upon his knees on the wet 
ground. 

His fiice was now close to the opening. 

** Treguem I'* he called ont in a loud voiee^ 
" answer me, Treguem, are you there ?" 

Not the faintest noise could be heard in the 
mysterious chamber into which, the night 
before, the pataar Mathelin had taken a stolen 
look. But, on the floor above, Gabriel could 
hear a low muttering. 

At the same moment there was a move- 
ment among the bushes, and a shower of drops 
fdl from die wet leaves. 

Gabriel rose hastily to his feet, and saw a 
horse, which was not his own, biting off <ihe 
tops of the brambles. The bones of the horse 
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were sticking out through its skin, so that it 
looked almost like a skeleton. 

Gabriel looked from one to the other of the 
loop-holes of the tower, for he well knew the 
steed of the Commander Malo. A light was 
streaming from one of the loop-holes. 

Gabriel shuddered. The muttering was 
raisi^d to a higher key, and became distinct, 
it* said, or at least Gabriel thought he made 
out the words : 

^^ Treguerq must die three times I" 

The light which was streaming from the 
loop-hole, changed plaqp, and now illuminated 
a large breach which the wars had made in 
the wall of the tower. Upon this light back- 
ground a sombre figure stood out surrounded 
hj gray hair, and the voice was raised again, 
saying : 

"Le Brec, why are you seeking Tre- 
guern?" 
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Gabriel made no reply. His eyes remained 
fixed upon this strange figure and he felt as 
though he could hardly breathe. 

That lad had a heart of iron, but it had its 
vulnerable side. 

The Commander continued as though he 
was speaking to himself i 

*^ * The night h dark ; I can see nothing, but 
I know that Le Brec is here — ^it is the 
hour I' 

" Le Bred Le Brecl fake priest I" he in- 
terrupted, " have you seen the cross torn up 
and laid upon the grave of Treguem? It 
was I who did that. The cross can wait, 
Treguem has died but once I" 

Gabriel tried to creep out of the bushes ; 
but, on whatever side he turned, the skeleton 
horse barred his passage. 

" Cursed be thou, Le Brec I" pursued the 
hoarse and trembling voice of the Commander* 
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^^ Since the time of the great chevaliers, a 
Treguem has never lied. Thou hast bought 
for a little gold, the first falsehood from a 
Treguem I You want that gold : at this 
moment it is crossing the moor. Fool that 
thou art 1 work I work I it is through you 
that the name of Treguem shall be raised 
agam I 

Gabriel passed between the legs of the 
horse and crept out of the brambles. The 
Commander had taken up the lamp which 
stood behind him, and now held it outside, 
and in the light of the flame which flared in 
the wind, the abbe could see vaguely the 
wan and petrified features of Malo de Tre- 
guem. 

" Thou art young, and 1 am old," said he, 
thro wing back his long grey locks ; '* I am 
poor, and thou wilt be rich ; but thou wilt 
die before me, and poorer than I am; for 

H 5 
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God has willed that I ahall Hve till I have 
fouad &e angle of stone which ia missing^ 
from the tomb of Tanneguy ¥* 

He broke off aa if to listen. 

'^ I hear the sound of the gold I'' he mat- 
tered ; ^^ I wish you to have that gold I Gro^ 
Le Brec ; make haste — make haste, fake 
priest I for if once the hole is digged, the 
moor is wide, and you will never find it'' 

Gabriel trembled, and the cold sweat ran 
down his face. There were persons who 
said that the Commander Malo was out of 
his mind ; there were others who pretended 
that he had some supernatural power. 
Gabriel, who had been brought up by 
Douairifere le Brec as an ' atheist— Gabriel, 
who get God at defiance .ev;ery day on the 
very steps of the ijtar, believed in all sorts 
of superbuman powers* lErom bis ambitioua 
frenzy. grew .h» superstition.. 



He already ga^e eridence of unnsiud 
potwers, and was possessed of a mind wliieb^ 
ripened by age, might have made him a re- 
markable man; he was a strangely mingled 
charaeter, weak and strong at the same time, 
knowing 'how to fight his own terrors, and 
capable of any audacity. But, however great 
might be his knowledge one day, however 
great his powers, Gabriel still remained, in 
some degree, the slave of his childish impres- 
sions. To whatever height he was carried 
'^y his star, the instructions of Douairifere le 
'Brec, the witch of the village, always re- 
mained with him like those marks which 
rifle bullets leave upon the skin, and which 
you must carry with you to your grave. 

^Every woyd which fell from the lips of the 
CSommander was an oracle for Gabriel. Be 
tvembled, but he was ready to dare anything, 
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and that vague terror which was within hia 
mind only thrust him forward to the struggle 
with more passionate eagerness. 

^^ They are counting the gold/' he said^ to 
himself; ^^ Filhol did not wait for me." 

He soon found bis horse, and with trem- 
bling hands drew out the pistols which were 
in the h olsters of the saddle, and hastily thrust 
them into his belt. 

^^ Thanks," he cried, extending his hands 
towards the tower. 

There was no longer any light in the 
breach, but as Gabriel crossed the field to 
gain the road, he could still hear the voice of 
the Co mmander, like an indistinct echo, say- 
ing: 

^^ Go, Le Brec I Go, false priest I haste I 
Blood will expiate the falsehood. The 
tempest has not stifled the first cries of the 
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in&iit. Haste — haste; this will be a good 
night." 



Gabriel hastened away, running across the 
fields in the direction of the manor house of 
Treguem. 

As he went he said, occupied by a single 
thought : 

^^ They have had time to count the gold. 
Filhol has betrayed me. The old man is 
right ; the moor is wide, and if once the 
hole is digged, how shall I find the trea-* 
sure?" 

He quickened his steps, and took a short 
cut across the cultivated enclosure, climbing 
over the hedges and the pales. 

But where was he going ? To the manor-* 
house? The Englishman may have pre- 
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ced^d hka, and perha^M was already 
away. 

The adventure which has been presented 
to us 'Under soHsingular an aspect — the arrival 
of a foreigner bringing four thousand livrea 
sterling to the poor dilapidated and enopty 
house of Treguern, may have been explained 
by Gabriel quite naturally. It was merely 
part of an intrigue in which iGabrid was the 
principal agent. On the preceding day he 
had. gone to iRoche-fiemard, In-order to meet 
4he Englishman and serve him as. a guide to 
the manor-house of Treguem, but had misled 
'his man, because the latter had struck further 
into the country for the purpose of escaping 
'from the coast-guards. 

fEreguem (for we muat/give a name )to the 
person who wa8*plq.ying the r^fe of the Coc^ 
Filhol, whether It , was the Count Filhol him- 
self, or his ^pectce, or some audacious isx- 



poalar)— Tregnera was to hav® waited for 
Gabridi all night in tbe undergcoand chamber 
of Ihe Toui>d€-Kea?voH. 

Since Treguem was not at the cendezvons, 
there must be treachery, and the mysterious 
words of the Commander Malo left no douht 
with this regard. 

Gabriel was not of those who seek to stifle 
their consciences ; he was frank with himsQlf, 
and acknowledged to ihimself, without shame 
or remorse, that, if he had encountered the 
Englishman that night, the valise would 
never have passed through the door of the 
mapor-^house* iHe had reckonqd upon it 
absolutely and mathematically, for he re- 
quired those hundred thousand francs that 
very day. 

A hundred thousand (franca for this lad, 
who was.aa wretchedly tpoar as he was gpodr 
lookiugy &v ithe toleraited gfiwtof the poor 
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presbytery of Orlan, who went about dressed 
in an old sliabby cassock, which, according 
to the opinion of the peasantry of the bourg 
of Orlan, was too good for him. 

A hundred thousand francs for him whose 
eyes had never looked beyond the horizon of 
the moors I Gould he ever, while eating his 
black bread, have formed anything like an 
exact idea of the value of such a sum ? 

And if he had, what orgies must his feverish 
imagination have revelled in I Adieu the 
cassock, the hard bread, and the humble 
garret under the tiles of the presbytery. 
Henceforth pleasures without end, the wild 
delights which youth dreams of, all that is 
forbidden, all that is seductive, all that in- 
toxicates, and all that damns I 

A hundred thousand francs t Could he 
ever get to the end of such a treasure? 

Well, it was not thus that Gabriel thought ; 
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the temptation of Saint Anthony had never 
passed before his mind ; he had never had 
that ardent dream which the poetry of Bri* 
tany accords to the solitary cloarec^ 

The poetry of Britany says that when a 
youth is about to devote himself to God, he 
suddenly sees, at a certain hour, a bright 
light shining round his bed, and that an in- 
fernal vision seems to enlighten the ignorance 
of the young scholar, and show him, in the 
most adorable colours, the world which he is 
about to renounce for ever. There are marble 
palaces, whose flights of steps, decorated with 
flowers, descend into delightful gardens; 
groups of half-naked women, sporting upon 
the lawns, and holding up to the breezes 
their waving scarves. Upon the blue waters 
of the lake, stately swans are clapping 
their amorous wings, and here and there^ 
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beneatli the willows, boats saiil ta and fix», 
giving forth bewitching harmo&ies. Tl^ 
white cloads are reflected in the liquid 
crystal, and aloBig the banks, among be4s of 
roses, the young Breton sees beautiful statues 
of alabaster, with rich locks streaming loosely 
over exquisitely-chiselled shoulders, lips half- 
open with voluptuous smiles, limpid eyes 
which seem to 

These perfidious dreams must surely come 
from hell, as the young Breton scholar can 
never have seen anything like this. 

He awakes breathless, half beside himself; 
he casts himself upon his knees by his bed, 
and if he wishes to remain victorious after th^ * 
temptation ; he must press <i)e succouring 
imag« of the virgin to his heart. 

Gabriel had had other dreams, and these 
dreams also came from hell ; for desire can 
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only grow within os according to the extent 
of our knowledge^ and the desires of Gabriel 
were vast as Ike unknown. 

No, no, it waa not to mingle in common 
orgies, and to plunge into the midst of such 
pleasures as debauch the imaginations of the 
vulgar, it was not for this that Gabriel re- 
quired the Englishman's hundred thousand 
francs* 

In all the town of Orlan, you would not 
hare found a f)erson who could form more 
than a vague idea of this enormous sum. A 
hundred thousand francs I Gabriel, who had 
seen very little more of the world than the 
peasants of the bourg, regarded this sum 
with the Mang^-JToid of a calculator, and, as he 
has told us himself, to him it was nothing 
lAcre than a stake. 

There is snoh a thing as destiny. The 
large vulture is m^w in the egg, which 
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weighs only a few ounces, and the acorn^ 
which serves the child as a plaything, con* 
tains the germ of the enormous oak. The 
vulture breaks its shell, the oak shoots out 
from its acorn ; what matters the humble 
condition from which they sprang ? 

In the midst of his solitude, Gabriel, from 
whom the real world was hidden, had made 
a world all to himself He had guessed 
much, sometimes right, sometimes wrong ; he 
had made his calculations, sometimes correct, 
sometimes incorrect. The clearness of his 
mind, obscured by that mysticism which re- 
mained like a bandage over his vision, had 
shown him the universe under a fantastical 
aspect, which was not entirely wanting in 
truth. 

He looked upon society as an immense 
crowd, in which each was struggling to ob- 
tain his neighbour's goods. 
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But above the crowd lie had never per- 
ceived the hand of God. 

And so he was seeking arms to commence 
the struggle. 

The first weapon was gold. That is as 
well understood in villages as in cities. Why ? 
We don't know. At the commencement of 
his calculations, it is probable that Gabriel 
had not thought of gaining more than would 
purchase a piece of land, the mil] of Guil- 
laume F6ru, or old Michelan's farm. But, 
the first step settled upon, progression is very 
rapid in these terribly logical minds. 

Once, during a journey which he had 
made to Redon, chance had placed in his 
hands a sheet of an English newspaper, in 
which there was a long article, with the 
translation in French. The title of this arti« 
cle was — Life Assurance. 

Gabriel read it once, twice, twenty times* 



He thought it over for two long mottths ; ^Buid 
at the end of that time^ he had formed, all by 
himself, a scfaeme which was to bring to the 
manor-house of Treguem the famous 'Smm of 
<me hundred thousand pounds. 

He required an aocomplice, and he chose 
Filhol de Treguern. At first, perhaps^ his 
sincere intention was to part the money, but 
mery soon his ambition increased, and he 
wanted the whole sum. Then that sum itself 
Appeared like a drop of water in the sea, and 
he said to himself—^ Before I can be Mally 
a man, this money mnst be eentupled/' 

And he began to ^calculate how he could 
^centuple the hundred thousand francs. The 
^Dglish journal fumii^hed him with the exact 
base of this c^ilculation. The calculation was 
made with 'that cold preciinon from whidi all 
passion is excluded* OiEirt&hi natures (and 
these are the most dangerous) retadn the 
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hioidity which comes &Ofm perfect coolness, 
even in the ittidst of excitement. According 
fo the English journal, in order to centuple a 
hfundred thousand fraincs, twenty yeafft were 
neeessarj, and afn unusual run of good for* 
tune; with proper care, good fortune Viras 
certain. 

So Gabriel said to himself^— ** In twenty 
years I shall still be hardly forty years of 
ag6; that is the prime of life-^I can give 
twenty years." 

The agreement was thus concluded with 
himself. 

And supposing that the reader's reason 

w 

does not allow the tneiit of all ^h^se lofty 

tialetflations, niade by the little sefminaiist 

« 
in his dusiy gai^ret ^ supposing 'that <he regards 

thetn as «he evotp^ di^iaims of one of the 

Wortit s^ifeciefo of fools, he must at least ac*- 

knowl^^e 'that, rit the period at Vhich w^ 
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have arrived, his castles in tke air had not 
proved to be entirely without foundation. 
In the depths of poverty, he had had the 
strange and inexplicable power to bring (rom 
London, in time of war, a man bearing five 
thousand lauts^ and to attract that man to the 
Manor-House of Treguem. 

In the gigantic project in which he was en- 
gaged, whatever might be the chances against 
him, was not the first stake the most difficult 
to find ? 

But he had found it, against all probability 
certainly. And now the inestimable conquest 
was escaping him I The man, whom he had 
been thinking to deceive, had deceived him<» 

Gabriel experienced for the firat time in 
his life a poignant and mortal anguish. He 
felt the fortune slipping between his fingers. 
He no longer had the power to reflect ; he 
could only repeat to himself — ^** I will find 
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him I I will find him, if he is in the bowels 
of the earth I " And he increased his speed 
every moment. 

He scarcely knew where he wai^, wheti a 
woman called him by his name in a faltei'fng 
voice. 

He raised his eyes, and saw before him, 
through a wide open door, into a lighted 
room. His first thought was to fly, btit 
Douairifere le Brec already had hold of both 
his arms. This lighted room was on the 
ground floor of Guillaume F6ru*8 mill; 

" Here you are at last, Gabriel^ — nly 
Gabriel," said the old womiu, ''we have 
been waiting for you all nighty and if you 
knew how poor Marianne has suffered in 
giving you a son 1 " 

"Asonl " repeated the young man, ''Mari- 
anne ! " 

VOL. I. K 
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He seemed as though he could not collect 
his ideas. 

^^ Let me go ! *' he added^ trying to disen- 
gage himself. 

Douairi^re le Brec looked at him by the 
light which issued from the open door. 

^^ How pale you are I " she murmured in a 
tone of alarm; ^^has anything happened to 
you?" 

^^I tell you to let me pass!" repeated 
Crabriel, his lips quivering with rage. 

^^ But you must see her child,'' exclaimed 
the old woman ; ^^ she is in there I they are 
both there, Marianne and your son." 

From the interior of the mill, a feeble voice 
cried — 

"Gabriel! Gabriel I" 

The seminarist recoiled. 

" Time is passing ! " he muttered. " The 
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moor is widei and if the hole is once dig- 

ged " 

'* Is this the delirinm of fever?" interrupted 
Douairi^re le Brec, drawing him towards 
the mill. 

« 

She was a powerful woman, and Gabriel 
vainly struggled in her hands. 

" A woman I a child I " he said ; " maledic- 
tion on them both I " 

Douairi^re le Brec stopped like one petri- 
fied. Gabriel started as though he had just 
woke up, and his voice changed. 

^^Tes, yes/' said he, passing his hands 
across his forehead, ^^it is delirium. Is it 
not for them, for her, and for him, that I am 
labouring? Mother, you don't wish me to 
build a palace to put them in then — a 
palace on the very spot where once stood the 
house of Treguem ? " 
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The eyes of the old woiqan glittered. 

^^ Let me go/' repeated the seminarist for 
the third time, " this is the hour which is ta 
decide between the two races. H^^y.e yop 
then a love which is stronger than jox^v 
hate?'' • 

"No I" cried the old woman, letting go 
her hold, while her sombre regard sank to 
the ground. 

The weak voice was still calling &om 
within the mill — 

"Gabriel! Gabriel!" 

" One word of consolation ! " murmured 
the old woman, "one kiss, only one mo- 
pient ' 

" Who knows what moments are worth ! "^ 
exclaimed Gabriel, hurrying on towards the 
Manor-House. "Console her for me, kisa 
her for me ; I must work out my do^tiny ! " 
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Bouairi&re le Brec stood motionless for 
an instant, listening to bis retreating foot- 
steps. 

^^ What has he got in his head ? " she mut- 
tered. 

Then she re-entered the mill, and pressed 
Marianne to her heart, as she said — 

^^ I was mistaken, my daughter ; it was not 
Gabriel." 



END OF VOL. 1. 
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